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2T3U.1 CHARACTERS. 

j Acis (a Sicilian — a beau desiring to be tied to Galataa, whose 

^ bta\i-ideal he is, and "lovier so galliant and gay " — origin- 

£ ally an Acistant Shepherd, Mr, A like the busy B did so 

" improve each shining hour " in minute calculations, as to 
*ft be enabled to farm on his own account). 

£ Polyphemus {chief of the Cyclopes and Master of Vulcan? Smithy 

— a black-smith who is made to look blue, is done brown, 
and ultimately turns out "not so black as he's painted n — 
// cut up by Galat&a and cut down by Acis, who ends by 
cutting him out altogether — acts anything but on the square 
at first but comes round at last). 

j. I (Cyclopes working under Polyphemus, very striking 

i personages). 

Steropes \ * 

92 X (A i in the eyes ofNyddia — a guardian of the Sicilian peace, 
and an active officer in this piece, representing General 
Order accompanied by his staff). 

Buttons (a page of Ancient History). 

Galatea {the belle — zoho though an offspring of Neptune is sea- 
p king after Acis — a ch&scdyoung lady, rather run after — won't 

attempt to describe her — take your tickets early and go and 
see her). 

Nyddia (an area-belle — housemaid at Miss G's establishment— for 
further information apply to 92 X). 



Period : — Once upon a time. 
Place : — Island of Sicily. 



HISTORICAL NOTES. 

Note No. i. — Attention i6 respectfully called to the fact that all the 
Cyclopes, Polyphemus included, introduced to the audience, have two eyes, 
whereas popular opinion has credited them with but one, which is a mistake, 
as high modern authorities are of opinion that these worthy gentlemen were 
blessed with the same number of oculars as other people. They were, how- 
ever, in the habit of arraying themselves in a species of head-gear with a hole 
in the centre, which parties, not personally acquainted with them, were apt to 
mistake for the solitary peeper attributed to them. The author has taken 
advantage of this eyedea to present his Cyclopes in a more attractive form than 
others have represented them, and has thereby avoided making such a one-eyed 
affair of it. 

Note No. 2. — It has been stated by more than one eminent authority 
that Vulcan's . forge was established underground. Quite correct, as far as it 
goes, it was. But the Act for the better ventilation of Workshops and 
Factories having been enforced against that respected manufacturer, (the Com- 
missioners insisting that you could not expect to find a good draught of air 
in the bowels of the earth) he was compelled to transfer the seat of his 
operations from the inside to the outside of the world. Which nobody can deny ! 
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Scene L— THE FORGE. 

Under a spreading chesnut tree the village smithy stands," &c. 



N.B. In order to fully realise the idea, the services of several long fellows 
have been .specially secured to act as blacksmiths on this occasion. As they 
will have an opportunity of displaying their vocal abilities, it is hoped, from 
the style in which they Handel their voices, that they will be considered 
decidedly " harmonious blacksmiths." 

Let's be Gay, boys ! — Strike the iron whilst it's hot ! 

Honest industry versus idle harmony ! 

HE COMES! THE MASTER OF THE FORGE!! 

THE PILGRIM OF LOVE ! 

The Arrival and the Rival. — " Music hath charms to soothe 
the savage breast," generally speaking, but not in this case. — 

Nature's orator. 

THE PLOT THICKENS! 

Double dealings and double shuffles ! — A pas de deux and a do 

for Acis ! 

Scene II.— A SICILIAN EXTERIOR. 

The rendezvous ! — " I'm the chap wot takes to prison." 

THE INTERRUPTION! 

Off we go ! 
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Scene III.— THE SEA-NYMPH'S MARINE VILLA. 

DREAMS / 
Wooed, not won ! — " He never told his love." — Quite a mis- 
take, he did, and got snubbed for it. 

THE TROUBADOUR ENCHANTING. 

" Oh happy, happy pair." 

Scene IV.— ANOTHER EXTERIOR. 

HATRED, JEALOUSY, REVENGE^c. THE VILLAIN, HA, HA! 

HELP, OH HELP! UNHAND ME, RUFFIAN!! 

Where are we now? 

The insult! — Only blud can atone !! 

THE COMBAT! 

Now we're up, up, up, now we're down, down, down ! — 
Dreadful proceedings in Chancery ! — One for his nob ! ! 

HA ! HE FALLS ! ! ! THE MALEDICTION ! 

Horror, terror, remorse, anguish, &c, &c, &c. — Extraordinary 
REVIVAL ! — Of what ? — But no, we will not anticipate. — 

Arrival of the force ! 

"BLESS YOU, MY CHILDREN!" 

Ditto ! Haste to the Wedding ! ! 

HAPPY CLIMAX. 



N.B. In order that the production of this exciting drama may be as 
complete as possible, 

NO EXPENSE HAS BEEN SPARED, 
except where it could be saved, and 

SEVERAL MAGNIFICENT SCENIC ILLUSIONS 
will be left entirely to the imagination of the audience. 



YE ARGUMENT OF YE DRAMA. 

Air : " The Ratcatcher's Daughter? 

I'd have you know, some years ago, 

There liv'd a Sea-king's Daughter, 
In suitable style in Sicily's isle, 

Or somewhere about that quarter. 
A villa so neat was her retreat, 

Just overlooking the water. 
And the reigning toast all round the coast, 

Was the pretty little Sea-king's Daughter. 

Chorus. (As usual — All together, if you 

please!) 

A party queer, residing near, 

In matrimony sought her, 
And did propose ; but her lily-white nose 

Turn'd up when he came to court her. 
For another young man (deny it who can), 

In Cupid's net had caught her ; 
Head and ears above in desperate love, 

Fell this pretty little Sea-king's Daughter. 
Chorus. 

* 

The slighted gent on mischief bent, 

Said " 111 not be love's martyr ; 
Her love be cussed, I'll marry her Just, 

And do my courting arter? 



So this ruffi/M? devis'd a plan, 
Which nearly led to slaughter ; 

And such a to-do you never knew, 
All through this Sea-king's Daughter. 
Chorus. 

Fd p'raps best not, tell more of the plot, 

But spare your tears and laughter. 
You'll know the rest, if you digest 

The play that follows hereafter. 
So be content with this argument. 

You couldn't have one much shorter ; 
And I'll just be dumb on what's to come, 

Concerning this Sea-king's Daughter. 
Chorus. 
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SCENE I. 

Scene. — Exterior of a Smithy. 
Arges, Brontes, and Steropes discovered at work with hammers, anvils, &c. 

Music. — Anvil Chorus from " II Trovatore." 

Music ceases, and blacksmiths cease work. 

Bron. Well, 'pon my word, I wish this job was ended ; 
Jove's thunderbolts are always being mended. 

Arc He wears 'em out so soon, poor motals frightening : 
I hate his thunders. 

Stbr. 'Gad, our work wants lightening. 

I say, my mates, tho' I'm not one to shirk, 
I think it's almost time we knocked off work; 
Don't you, old chap ? {Slapping Brontes on back, who 
starts nervously.) 

Bron. Don't, my nerves be shocking. 

Knock ^"indeed, you know I'm always knocking 
Upon my anvil. 

Ster. And vill you stay 

Hammering at thunder bolts the livelong day ? 

B 
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Arc Suppose we strike ! 

Bron. 'Twont be though to our liking, 

Because you see we've had so much of striking, (Pointing 
to anvil.) 

Ster. This hard work positively makes me thinner. 
Let's make another bolt, desert to dinner. 

Arc Let's a Trade Union join. 

Bron. No ! though p'raps a flat, 

- I don't think now I'm such an ass as that. 
None of your rattening. Such tricks they've play'd, 
I rather think they're spoiling all our trade. 

Arc Enough of spouting, mates. Let's have a song. 
Brontes, in singing you can come out strong ; 
So tip us one, — no sentiment, 'twould bore us. 

Bron. All right ! I'll try. 

Ster. And we'll join in the chorus. 

Song : Air. — " My old wife and /." 

Bron. In front of a forge from morn to night, 

The heat I do defy ; 
Though there I stands, a-brownin' my hands, 

Till I feels just ready to fry. 
My hammer's my chief companion in life, 

My darling and my pride } 
He'd get a good lick, and that pretty quick, 
Who'd take it from my side. 
Hammering all the day, 

The sparks around me fly ; 
My anvil rings, I merrily sings, 
A jolly old smith am I. 

Chorus. . Hammering all the day, &c. 
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Then when my work is over, boys, 

I've no wife me to snub j 
With nought to fear, I takes my beer, 

In a cosy little pub. 
With trotters and tripe, likewise a pipe, 

I finishes up you see 5 
And when I've done, I toddles home, 

As jolly as can be. 

Hammering all the day, Sec. 
Enter Polyphemus. 

Pol. Hallo ! Why not at work you lubbers, — prithee say ? 

Arc Master, you see, we wants a holiday. 

Pol. A bo//y-da.y; Christmas is not come yet. 
You want to mizzle too, to get a wet 
At some low pub, where you yourselves can soak 
In doctor'd beer, and each ass have his smoke. 

Arc We means to have it too, we begs to state. 

Pol. Don't talk like that, or me you'll make irate. 
Then shall / rate you in no measured terms. 

Ster. At no high rate we're paid, we all affirms. 

All work, you know, together with no play, 
Make's Jack a dull boy. 

Pol. Well, I can't say nay. 

Your argument's convincing, tho' 'tis trite. 
When on the loose, just mind you don't get tight. 

Arc All right, Master ! We shan't make too free ; 
We're all a-going our sweethearts dear to see. 

Pol. If you must have it, take your holiday. 
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Bron. Three cheers for Master ! Hip-hip-hip— 
Arc, Bron., & Ster. Hooray! 

Exit Arges, Brontes, and Steropes, to Vtvely music. 

Pol. {soliloquising) They talk'd of sweethearts, — I have one as 

well : 
One whose sweet arts and graces all excel. 
I sigh for her ! Her love I've vainly sought. 
Fair Galataea, this chap's eye has caught. 
I'm pining for her, and 'tis most unwise, 
For tho' I'm stout, yet I increase in sighs ; 
And if I don't ere long my spirits raise, 
In an asylum I shall end my days. 
(to audience) But, by the bye, I think it's only due 
That I confided who I am to you : 
So understand, at once, without delay, 
That I'm the downright ruffian of the play. 
Why should I be the bow oar of the Oxford Four ? 
D'ye gib it up ? 'Cause I'm a " Willan" to be sure ! 
But as my spouting may seem rather long, 
I'll give you further details in a song. 

Solo : Air. — "The Comet of the West." 

Pol. Polyphemus is my name, 

Mayhap you've heard the same ; 
In Smith you'll find a short account of me. 
I'm a bad 'un every inch, 
Stick at nothing at a pinch, 
I'm up to every kind of villain**. 

Smash, crash ! Make way for Polyphemus. 
Does anybody dare me to molest ! 
With my hammer in my hand, 
All the world I would withstand, 
Let 'em come from the North, South, East, or West. 
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O'er the Cyclopean band 
I hold supreme command ; 
Old Vulcan tho' is master over me ; 
* Of the forge I'm governor ; 
He's the propmtfor 
Of this far-fam'd manufactory. 
Smash, crash, &c. 

That precious classic pair, 

Messrs. Smith and Lemfriere y 
Are very apt to poke at me their fun. 

They traduce my precious eyes, 

And 'mong other jolly lies, 
Have the impudence to say I've only one. 
Smash, crash, &c. 

Now I've told you candid/ri, 

All about my histora. 
As you've heard it from myself, you cannot doubt ; 

But if any think I'm wrong, 

In the statements in my song, 
Let 'em just step up here and have it out. 
Smash, crash, &c. 

{looking round at the anvils, fafr.) Bother those chaps ! 
This I can't tolerate : 
Leaving their work in this unfinished state. 
In future they must practice more despatch. 
Oh ! I should like the lazy dogs to catch. ! 
This leafoi absence of sloth the fruit is, 
An importunity to skip their duties. 
They want their wages rais'd ; it isn't wise 
To give themselves suc£ airs to get their eyes. 
As they won't work, why I suppose I must ; 
If 't isn't done Jove '11 kick up a dust. 

{Commences working.) 
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Acis is heard tinging behind the scene*. 

Air. — "Mousetrap Man False." 

Acis. Kind friends, list to my cry, 

Though I've got nothing that you'll care to buy : 
I've lost my sweetheart, to find her please try, 

Or on foot through the country I'll tramp till I die. 

Pol. Hallo ! Who's that disturbing my retreat ? 

{calling off) I say, young man, move on to the next street i 
Or else the p'lice I'll call. You know, 'tis said, 
He's an efficient man who's now their " Head ! " 

Acis sings again, and enters as he sings last line. 

Pol. Bawler, shut up ! Your voice ain't worth a cuss. 
The tune is vile, and the werse is wuss. 
So low a ballad you shall not prolong. 
If you want a solo, I'll sing a song. 

Acis. Oh, have you seen my fair one, prithee say ? 

Pol. {resuming work) Can't say as I have ; in fact I ain't, — 
Good day ! 

Acis. {aside) 'Pon honour now, his manner's not polite ; 
His syntax, too, is anything but bright. 
{to Pol.) I say, by Jove, old boy, you sharply caught me ! 
Where learnt you grammar ! 

Pol. Why my grand-ma taught me. 

Acis. No wonder then you're not a better talker. 
Read Lindley Murray, Cobbett, Johnson, 

Pol. Walker / 

'Tis time you were a walker, so just trudge it. 

Acis. This party's awfully low. 
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Pol. Lowe ! Come Budge it / 

Acis, moving off, commences singing again, hut is interrupted by Pol. 

Pol. (standing arms a-kimbo) My airy swell! As well p'raps 
you're aware 
With all your airs, I don't know who you air. 
But still it's all the same who'm* you be ; 
Whether you're noble, or of low degree. 
Whether you rank among "the upper ten ;" 
Whether you're one of us, — " the working men ;" 
Whether you're numbered 'mong the middle class ; 
Whether you're found amidst the unwash'd mass ; 
Whether you live in palace or in court ; 
Whether the highest or the lowest sort; 
I don't much care. But one thing's very clear, 
I ain't a-going to have your singing here. 

Acis. My stars and garters ! Here's a chap to speak. 
The climax though, my friend, was rather weak. 
At public meetings you should take the chair. 
You'd make a splendid hit now in Trafalgar Square ; 
Or Hyde Park either. 

Pol. Well, some people say 

I'm every bit as good as Beales, M. A. 

Acis. Oh, as to Beales, he's quite eclips'd, you see, 
By that great orator, G. Moore, M. P. 

Pol. Ah, you should hear my famous stump oration, 
The very thing now for a demonstration. 
"Ye tyrants /^r-emble, tear your treacherous hair, 
The mighty millions bid ye all beware ; 
Their blood's arous'd, and down to earth they'll dash ye, 
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And if you don't behave yourselves will smash ye ! " 
That's just a specimen, d'ye think 'twill do ? 

Acis. If you act up to it, 'twill do for you. 

Pol. It's quite original. 

Acis. None of your chaff. 

It's copied from the Daily Telegraph. 

Pol. Suppose it is ! Twill just Express my views. 

Acis. You Post yourself up in the Daily News, 
And Herald your opinions pretty freely ; 
Though I can't Echo all you say now, really. 

Pol. Those, whose opinion with m/ own ne'er chimes, 
Stand bard and fast, and don't move with the Times. 
But let them have a care, a storm is brewin' ; 
Their Star is set, they'll go Pell Mell to ruin. 
I quite expect some day to be M.P. 

Acis. Now don't talk politics, we shan't agree. 

Let's change the theme. Did'st ever feel love's smart ? 
Between ourselves, I've lately lost my heart, 
To one whose beautv is well known to fame. 
You may perhaps have heard the lady's name : 
It's Galatsea. 

Pol. (aside) What, my gal ! Here's a go ! 

But I'll dissemble. (To Acis) Go on ! ha, ha ! ho, ho ! 

Acis. I pine and fret because she is not here, 
And often shed for this dear Gal a tear. 
I long with her my lot in life to share. 

Pol. (aside) And 'tis for this same Gal I tear my hair. 
I'll be reveng'd ! I'll throttle him, — but, stay ! 
That wouldn't do, 'twould end at once the play. 
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Acis. Direct my steps and aid me in distress, 
I've lost my way and Galataea's address. 

Pol. {aside) Now Fll mislead him, his footsteps shall falter, 
Then p'raps I shall his miss lead to the altar. 
(to Acis) The way's but short, 

Acis. To see her how I long ! 

Pol. Take the right turning and you can't go wrong ; 
Observe your nose, keep it in sight, but mind, 
Go right ahead. {Chuckles, aside.) He'll then be left 
behind. 

Acis. Thanks, thanks, old chap. Farewell, I'll soon be there. 

Pol. {aside) You well may my farewell to your welfare, 

Duet and Dance. — Acis and Polyphemus. 
Air.— "Billy Taylor." 



Acis. 


Now I'll seek my long-lost sweetheart, 




Mrs. A what is to B. 


Pol. 


Follow your nose, t'will take you to her. 




Galataea soon you'll C. 


Both. 


Tiddy-iddy ol dol, &c. 


Pol. (aside) 


I've misled him, he'll go wrong now ; 




Leastways really I O P 




Will not find her and out-do me, 




For she suits me to a T. 


Both. 


Tiddy-iddy ol dol, &c. 

» 


Acis. 


A friend in need's a friend that's wanted, 




And I'm sure that U R E. 




To find my lost love Galataea, 




I'll devote my N R G. 


Both. 


Tiddy-iddy ol dol, &c. 




(Dance and Exit.) 
c 
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SCENE II. 

Scene. — A Sicilian landscape. Practicable bank in foreground. 

Music. — st Oh dear, what can the matter be? 

Enter 92 X, ivho comes on cautiously and looks round anxiously. 

92 X. I wish she'd come ! Tis past, her time I know, 
And waiting here is pastime very slow. 
IVe pac'd so anxiously, in hungry state, 
With heavy step around her airier gait. 
You'll plainly see from my costume so nobby, 
That I'm a p'liceman, a Sicilian bobby. 
I does my best to help crime to decrease ; 
When people breaks the law, I keeps the peace ; 
Marches to quod the warious scamps I cotches ; 
Watches the prigs, and them as prigs the watches. 
Severe and stern I am, as is my dooty, 
But e'en a bobby is alive to beauty, 
And there's a gal, a housemaid too to boot, 
Who likes my dress, and so smiles on my suit. 
For her alone, whene'er I pace the street, 
This peelers heart is ever on the beat. 
Oh, here she is ! Hooray ! 

{Enter Nyddia, with basket.) 

At last you're come. 
I really was afraid you wern't at home. 
I am so hungry ; let's see what you've got. {Taking 
hold of basket.) 

Nyd. Just wait a minute. Admire, but touch not. 
Ungrateful man, you've scarce a word for me : 
Your love is cupboard love I plainly sec. 
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92 X. On no, it ain't. You know I love you dearly, 
But then you see Fm starving very nearly. 
For two long hours I've trod my weary beat, 
Without a drop to drink, or scrap to eat. 

Nyd. Ah, well, Fve brought a pie, {taking it out of basket) 
with such a crust. 

{They seat themselves on bank.) 

92 X. You ain't forgot the rabbit dear, I trust ? 

On which I doats. 
Nyd. Oh, I know your habits. 

Don't it smell nice ? 
92 X. Ah, yes, that air am rabbits. 

Perfumes of wittles now comes stealing o'er me. 

(Nyddia takes out bottle.) 

Is that a bottle that I see before me ? 
And charg'd with beer. Oh ! come, let me clutch thee. 
My thirsty lips are longing so to touch thee, {drinks,) 
That's something like ! {Commences eating pie.) 

Nyd. I don't do things by littles : 

That's double X, 

92 X. You've a wise head for wittels. 

The pie's delicious, and the crust's perfection. 

Nyd. I made it myself. 

92 X. It's a cold collection 

Fit for a prince. Admit, Fm sure, all must, 
You are a light hand at a flaky crust. 

Nyd. None of your floury speeches. 

92 X. Oh, now doughrit 

Be crusty, for it's not your won't : 
You're too well-bred. 
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Nyd. Ah, that does me remind, 

That I've the whole half quartern left behind. 

92 X. Don't mention it ! So well now Fve been feeding, 
That really now the bread I wasn't kneading. 

Nyd. I also brought {producing it) your hunger to appease, 
A slice of Stilton, 

92 X. Ah ! that's^// the cheese. 

And how's your Missis ? 

Nyd. Well, she's but so-so. 

Between ourselves, she's fell in love, you know, 
With a young man, as sometimes ladies will. 

92 X. {with his mouth full) Quite natural; just your case. 

Nyd. Do be still ! 

But though she loves him, her he don't come near. 

92 X. P'raps // don't prophet him to come to se'er. 

Nyd. Old Polyphemus's such a bear, he bores her ; 

She can't abear the brute, though he adores her. 
The other one she does so much prefer. 

92 X. Old Pol's a suitor, but he don't suit her. 

My dear, your health ! {Drinking beer out of bottle.) 

It goes down like nectar. 

Whilst he is drinking, Acis comes in behind him and taps him on the shoulder. 

Acis. I say! 

92 X. Hal}o ! {Starts up and drops pie, &c, in 

great fright.) 

I thought 'twas the Inspector ! 
What do you mean a-frightenin' parties so ; 
And what's your business, I should like to know ? 
{draws truncheon) Come, just move on ! 
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Acis. Move on ! Don't be absurd. 

Here, Mr. P'liceman, only half a word. (Gives bim a 
shilling.) 

92 X. Oh yes, a whole one, sir. He comes out nobby ! 

Acis. [aside) It only cost a bob to square the bobby. 

92 X. I knew you were a gemman from the fust. 
You may in me repose the greatest trust. 

Acis. Then able member of an able force, 
Dost know Miss Galataea's house r 

92 X. Of course ; 

It's on my beat. Should rather think I know it. 

Acis. Then perhaps you'll kindly lead the way and shew it.' 

Trio : Air.—" Captain Jinks." 

Acis. X 92, at once we'll go, 

Impatient I begin to grow, 
I hope the shortest route you know ; 
I long to see my charmer. 

Nyd. Oh yes, the house we know full well, 

As housemaid in it I do dwell, 
So come along, my noble swell j 

Tho* mind you don't alarm her. 

92 X. I wonder who this chap can be, 

Who with his shillings is so free, 
I'm all the richer for seeing he. 

He looks like some young farmer. 
{Dance.) 
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Acis. Oh let us now at once proceed, 

I really wish, I do indeed, 
Fd hir'd a new velocipede $ 

I can't restrain my ardour. 

Nyd. Oh dear, this is as good as a play, 

I wonder what my missis '11 say, 
If this is her beau her grief 'twill stay; 
I think he do regard her. 

92 X. Oh my, oh goodness gracious me, 

Perhaps he's up to villains. 
Why does he want Miss G. to see. 

I'd better go with him to guard her. 

{Dance and exit.) 



-**- 



SCENE III. 
Scene. — Galatjea's Boudoir. Galatea asleep on couch. 

Soft music to Air " Come where my love lies dreaming? 

Gal. {waking) Heigh o ! I've been asleep, and so 'twould seem 
All that appear'd so real was but a dream, 
And those strange sights so clear, defin'd, and plain, 
I wake' and find exist but in my brain. 
Odd phantasies ! The world oft seems, methinks, 
Turn'd upside down when we take forty winks. 
Yet oft' times waking, willingly we'd keep, 
As stern realities the thoughts of sleep. 



The Beau ! the Belle ! ! and the Blacksmith ! ! ! 19 
Solo : Air. — " Io non rtcco " (UElisir d*amore). 

Gal. When wandering in the land of dreams, 

What strange ideas arise j 
The world seems altogether chang'd, 

When Morpheus seals our eyes. 
I'll tell you of some curious things, 

Which sleep to me disclos'd, 
I thought they were realities, 
But found I only doz'd. 

Yes, I soon found I was dreaming, 

Soft sleep did me entrap ; 
Such great improbabilities, 
The fruits were of a nap. 

Methought true love was ne'er eclips'd, 

By love of gold or lands ; 
And bridal pairs bestow'd their hearts 

Where'er they gave their hands. 
Divorce courts too were quite unknown, 

No cases they'd to try ; 
No married couple in the land, 

The knot wish'd to untie. 

But I soon found I was dreaming, &c. 

Methought that ladies had resolv'd, 

No more they'd dye their hair j 
Or cramp their feet in high-heel'd shoes, 

Or monstrous chignons wear ; 
Or rouge their cheeks, or tightly lace, 

Ne'er wanting Rachel's aids ; 
They only sought the bloom of health, 

A charm which never fades. 

But I soon found I was dreaming, &c. 

Methought men in the " 'Varsity" 

In " smalls" were never plough'd, 
And never owed a tailor's bill, 

And never " blew a cloud." 
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And "unattached" in hundreds came, 

There was not room for all $ 
Tho' every lodging-house was cramm'd, 

The place was much too small. 

But I soon found I was dreaming, &c. 

Gal. Midst all my dreams one form still hovers near, 
That cherish'd one that memory holds so dear. 
Acis, thou'rt ever in my thoughts with me ; 
Would I could see thee in reality. 
Oh, Fates, protect him, to my arms restore him, 
And on what shore he be, may you watch o'er him. 
Last time we met, — how sweet 'tis to recall 
The memories of that night, — 'twas at a ball. 
He waltzed divinely, round the room we sped, 
I'd lost my heart, soon too I lost my head. 
My brain grew giddy, whirl'd at such a rate, 
At length we halted for a tete-a-tete. 
We found a nook, hemm'd in with hot-house flowers ; 
One of those dear delightful little bowers 
Which seem well-fill'd when occupied by two, 
That is to say, you know, — a friend and you. 
How sweet a tongue's the language of the eye : 
Glance follow'd glance, and sigh succeeded sigh. 
Swift flew the hours, pass'd in delicious chat, 
The rosy morn appear'd and still we sat, 
When all at once down on his knees he dropp'd, 
In fluttering accents — entre nous — he popp'd. 
" Say you'll be mine," he cried ; in fond caress 
He press'd my lips ; I softly murmured "Yes." 
Love's arrow deep had pierc'd my heart that night, 
I'd found a beau, I quivered with delight. 
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He swore at parting that we'd soon be married ; 

He's never even called. Why has he tarried ? 

Can he be false ? Had he the heart to snatch 

My love so tinder, then break off the match ? 

If he's untrue, there's one small satisfaction, 

I then could bring a breach of promise action. 

But no ! Away such counsel — 'tis an odious thought, 

That our brief courtship thus should end in Court. 

Tho' he be faithless, I can never be 

So hard on him who was so soft on me. 

Buttons knocks and enters. 

But. Please'm are you at home ? 

Gal. It all depends. Who is it ? 

But. {handing card with Polyphemus on it in large letters) 
Which is his card, tho' not his card de taisit. 
Likewise his compliments. 

Gal. Say I'm just gone out. 

He's come to plague me with his love, no doubt. 

But. He's a-comin' up mum. 

Gal. Oh dear, how rude ! 

Pol. (entering) Beg pardon, sweetest, hope I don't intrude. 

(Exit Buttons.) 

Star of my life ! — 

Gal. Allow me to elicit 

The cause of this most unexpected visit. 

Pol. Fair Galataea, you, who all excel, 

Who from all maidens bears away the bell, 
I live for thee. 
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Gal. Your honied accents stay, 

You are not going to bear this belle away, 
As oft* Fve tolled you. 

Pol. {attempting to kneel) At your feet I kneel. 

Gal. No use, I shan't chime in with your appeal. 

Pol. (aside) 'Tis vain on love in melting tones to sound her. 

Gal. I'm firm, cast in an iron mould. 

Pol. (aside) Confound her ! 

She casts me off. 

Gal. To you I won't be tack'd. 

Pol. (aside) Why hang her 9 this belle surely must be crack'd. 

Gal. If 'tis my love you seek, no longer linger. 

Pol. You wring my heart. 

Gal. You won't ring my finger. 

Pol. You love another. 

Gal. That should not surprise you. 

Pol. I've seen the chap, what's more I knows he eyes you. 

Gal. When lavish'd upon me, your love's but lost. 

Pol. 'Tis like a Tartan plaid > it is so crossed. 

Gal. The simile, I think's not full enough, 
It's also like a plaid. 

Pol. Why ? 

Gal. Because it's stuff, 

Pol. You throw cold water on my suit, you do. 
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Gal. I hope 'tis waterproof, or you'll get wet through. 
Bridle your passion, just try it to curb. 
But don't with thoughts of bridal me disturb. 
Acis has play'd bis cards so well you know. 
Discarded swell, he's roughed your suit, so go. 
His winning ways caused me to feel love's smart. 
He's such a trump — 

Pol. And so he won your heart. 

But as your partner, I'd be true and leal, 
If you had me you'd have indeed a deal, 
{aside) Acis has got the lead, that's very clear. 
(to Galatea) Revoke your love, say you'll be mine, my 
dear. 

Gal. With all your tricks, the game you cannot save. 

(Polyphemus tries to put his arm round her waist.) 

Withdraw your hand (putting it aside). Don't try to play 

the knave. 
The die is cast, to woo me is no use. 
You'd better cut. 

Pol. Cut, indeed ! the deuce! 

Gal. Yes, say no more. 

Pol. ' My stars, it's getting rummy, 

I can't take miss, and yet I'm to play dummy. 

Duet : Air. — " Taking my ease. n 

Pol, Don't say you reject me, you'll break my heart quite ; 
It's really most cruel my love thus to slight. 
You treat all my offers with laughter and scorn j 
Your jests and your gibes pierce my breast like a thorn. 



24 Acis and Galataea, or 

Gal. It's no use to worry, I've told you before, 

I don't want your love, so now cease I implore. 
In choosing a husband myself I shall please 5 
I shall not have you, so it's no use to tease. 

It's no use to tease, 
It's no use to tease, 
You're too pertinacious by many degrees. 

Pol. Dont say so, please, 

Don't say so, please, 
Your coldness distracts me, my warm love you freeze. 

It's no use to tease, &c. 
Don't say so please, &c. 



Both 



•t 



Both. 



Gal. Take no for an answer, no other you'll get ; 

If you plague me much more, you'll put me in a pet. 

To win me already too long have you tried, 

So drop your persuasions, I'll ne'er be your bride. 

Pol. When you fling back my love, heartless girl have a care, 

You drive me, I vow, to the brink of despair. 
I'll ask but once more, you'd this last chance best seize, 
Will you alter your mind and my heart set at ease ? 

Gal. It's no use to tease, 

It's no use to tease, 
You're too pertinacious by many degrees. 

Pol. Don't say so please, 

Don't say so, please, 
Your coldness distracts me, my warm love you freeze. 

) It's no use to tease, &c. 



j Don't say so, please, &c. 

(Dance and exit Polyphemus.) 



Gal. Oh dear ! thank goodness, that he's gone at last. 
A damper on his hopes I think IVe cast. 
He knows that for my hand to sue is idle. 
I marry him ! It would be suicidal. 
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The man's a muff, in fact, a perfect boa ; 
And I abhor him daily more and more. 

Acis sings outside, Galataa listens. 

Serenade: Air. — " Beautiful Isle of the Sea" 

Acis. Beautiful belle of the sea, 

List to my fond serenade ; 
Yearning my lost love to see, 

Far from my home have I stray'd. 
Weary I've sought thee afar ; 

Still o'er my path a bright ray 
You shed, my own guiding star, 

Lighting my desolate way. 
Now let me wander no more, 

But in thy presence so blest, 
Mids't all on earth I adore, 

Find a sweet haven of rest. 

Gal. That voice ! Tis he, on whom I set such store. 

(rushing to window and looking out) Tis my ador*d one 
just outside my door. 
He's come at last to give my heart relief — 
I'll signal him — Fll wave my handkerchief 
He'll see my mouchoir (waving handkerchief). Soon I'll 

tell him briefly 
That he's the buoy for whom I hanker chiefly, 
(calling) Beloved Acis, stay, no further go. 
He seas my wave, in fact he's just billow. 
Oh ! such a lover I could not repel; 
My bosom's surging for this heavy swell. 
Of this fond loving heart he's made a capture. 
(calling to Acis) Come in, don't stop to rap. — 
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» Enter Acis. 

Acis. (embracing her) Oh, rapture ! 

What happiness to think at last IVe found you, 
To once more clasp these loving arms around you. 
IVe wander f d everywhere in search of thee. 

Gal. IVe wondered too wherever you could be, 
And longed to see you. 

Acis. Did you now ? What bliss. 

Might I suggest a — a — just another kiss. 

Gal. Oh yes, a. dozen. Pray dear don't be shy, 
It doesn't matter as there's no one by. 
But wait, embrace me in the usual manner, 
Just as they do it in a thrilling drama. 
Now rush at me as if you were half wild. 
(embracing) That's it. — "Come to my arms, me cheeild." 

Acis. In search of you, IVe journey'd in distress. 

Gal. But, Acis, dear, I gave you my address : 
What was amiss then ? 

Acis. Amiss, a/ass / 

Why I mislaid your card, dear, like an ass. 
I've left my farm, and all for love of thee. 

Gal. Because, in fact, you thought far more of me. 

Acis. Forsook my fowls, did ev'ry hen and cock shun, 
And left my flocks to herd with Bucks and Oxon. 
My dog forsook me, on his own hook starts, 
And will not chase the sheep, but Hunts the Herts. 
He kill'd my chickens, play'd no end of larks, 
Disturb'd the pheasants with his noisy Berks. 
My little lambs have all got loose, a-gambolling, 
And ev'ry bull and ram is out a-ram bulling. 
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Towards my pigs a rasher course I've taken, 
I let 'em starve, nor tried to " save their bacon." 
My geese were fat, 'twas Michaelmas : no use, 
I hadn't even heart to " cook my goose." 
My ducks, my turkeys, all my poultry's free. 

Gal. I trussed that you're not making game of me. 
You'd not deceive me, ducky ? 

Acis. I'd such an act shun. 

Make game of you ! 'Twould be a paltry action. 
Not far from here, " under a spreading tree," 
A village smith display'd his industry. 
With hammer, anvil, and such like machines, 
He knock'd his iron to black smithereens, 
"A mighty man," "with large and sinewy hands," 
And " brawny " muscles, " strong as iron bands." 
With "face like tan," he look'd an awfully strong fellow, 
A tallish chap — 

Gal. Why, dear, you're quoting Longfellow. 

Acis. Well, of a blacksmith many a poet learns ; 
A flaming forge suggestive is of Burns. 
His hair was black and crisp, his looks were frowning ; 
Over his fire his face was almost Browning. 
I ask'd my way when wandering up and. down, 
The wretch deceived — 

Gal. The blacksmith, did you brozvn. 

''Twas Polyphemus, he's in love with me, 
Tho' I've for him a strong antipathy. 
He call'd just now — 

Acis. Did he ? With rage I stifle. 

Fll beat him to a jelly. — 
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Gal. Oh ! 'tis but a trifle. 

So don't bejellyous. "Stand it like a lamb." 

Acis. His pudding-head, I'd to a jelly jam, 
If I could catch him. 

Gal. Dear, don't be absurd. 

Acis. Stand like a lamb! Fd shoot him "like a bird." 
My soul's on fire. 

Gal. Don't yourself inflame. 

It's all up with old Poly's little game. 
You've got the stakes (that's me). 

Acis. Your hand I sought. 

Gal. You play'd your Cardwell. 

Acis. Yes, and you are caught. 

Sole empress of my heart you've ever been. 

Gal. Aces, of course, should always take the queen. 

Duet : Air.—" Beautiful Nell." 

Acis. I long to greet the happy day, 

That calls thee all mine own ; 
When bound in Hymen's fetter fast, 

I live for thee alone. 
The merry wedding bells shall ring, 

And fill with joy the air, 
And in a loud and gladsome peal, 

Shall hail this happy pair. 

Both. Beautiful bells that tell of a bride, 

Your music's sweeter than all else beside ; 

How joyous a story your melody tells, 

There's a voice in each note of the sweet marriage bells. 
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Gal. We'll take a charming house and grounds, 

With garden bright with flowers ; 
And on the smoothest croquet lawns, 

We'll while away the hours. 
We'll start a landau, waggonette, 

A Stanhope phaeton too j 
With two high-stepping noble bays, 

Just of a size* and hue. 

Both. Beautiful bells, &c. 

Gal. We'll give such soirees, routs, and balls, 

Such dejeuners as well, 
Acis. Such conversaziones too ; 

Just won't we do the swell. 
How happily the time will pass. 
Gal. Oh yes, dear, 'twill be nice. 

Acis. I'll go at once and buy the ring j 

We'll get wed in a trice. 

Both. Beautiful bells, &c. 

{Walt* and exit.) 



-M- 



SCENE rv. 

Scene. — A Sicilian Landscape. 
Enter Polyphemus, excitedly. 

Pol. My stars and thunderbolts ! It cannot be 
That any gal turn'd up her nose at me ; 
And yet she did. My love's been spurn'd, neglected, 
And Polyphemus actually's rejected. 
It is a blow, indeed. These tears excuse, 
Just now I am a blacksmith, in the blues. 
Hammers and anvils! Only think that she 
Preferr'd a chap like Acis 'stead of me. 
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If he hag tin, hav'nt I lots of brass / 
Ain't I a man of metal; he's an ass. 
1*11 be revenged, off with the girl Fll run ; 
I'll do it too, and then the game is won. 

Solo : Air. — " II balen " ( II Trovatore). 

{A specimen of the operatic libretto of tht period.) 

Pol. With anger now my breast is heaving 5 

For revenge I'm panting ; 
Some desperate deed Fll do. 
Yes, some desperate deed Fll do. 
Dark despair drives me to distraction ; 
Dire shall be my vengeance. 
Her work that gal shall rue. 

Oh, with rage my heart is busting $ 
Acis' jacket 1*11 soon be dusting. 
For I'm sold, 
Clean out Fm bowl'd, 
And done completely brown. 

Oh, with rage, &c. 

Ha, Ha ! she comes. There's no one near us two : 
Now will I win my dove by one grand coup. 

Exit. 
Enter Galatjea. 

Gal. I promis'd Acis that I'd meet him here ; 

I hope he's not forgotten me. Oh dear! {looking at 

watch.) 
It wants five minutes now, so I must wait ; 

(Polyphemus steals in.) 

As I'm alone, I hope he wont be late. 
Pol. Not quite alone, my dear. 
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Gal. Oh, gracious me ! 

Fd no idea — 
Pol. Of course, of company. 

Since you came in I've had on you my eye dear. 
Gal. Why did you bide here ? 
Pol. Fll tell you why dear : 

I can a tale unfold. — 
Gal. Pray don't ! 

Pol. Just listen. 

Your eyes with tears like gudgeon's tails will glisten. 

Wounded by Cupid's dart, — 
Gal. A common case. 

Pol. I long'd for your sole love to heal the plaice. 

But 'twas no use. — 
Gal. Oh please now do look sharp. 

I've an appointment. — 
Pol. Tis no use to carp 

At what I say ; 'tis past, you can't annul it. 

I've now a plan — 
Gal. I'll do my best to mull it. 

You're simply erring if you think I love you. 

You're selfish, cruel, and what's more I'm above you. 

Pol. Insulting girl ! 

Gal. Oh, why these threat'ning tones ? 

Pol. I came to meat you, so now make no bones. 

But come with me, and just your jokes refrain ; 
Your chaff goes very much against my grain. 
You poked your fun at me, your sneers you'll rue, 
You took me off, and now I'll take off you. 
(seizing her) So come along ! 
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Gal. {calling loudly) Help, help ! oh Acis ! Oh 

Come to the rescue ! 

Pol. Don't be shouting so ; 

It does no good to kick up such a fuss. 
{attempts to kiss her) Before vrtjly I think Fll take a buss. 
Gal. Help, help ! 

Pol. Don't struggle, it's no use whatever. 

Gal. Help, Acis, help ! 

Pol. I mean to have it. 

Acis. {rushing on and striking Polyphemus down) Never! 

(Striking tableau.) 

Two minutes late, but just in time I guess 
To succour lovely woman in distress. 

Pol. {getting up) Varlet, for this to me you'll quickly answer ! 

Acis. I don't care that {snaps Jtnger) for you or any man, sir. 

Pol. I'll soon make you repent this little spree : 

I'll punch your head — 
Gal. Oh what zjeu d J esprit. 

Acis. My ardent spirit burns : you scamp, I bet 
If I hit out, a rum punch you'll get ! 

Pol. Don't think that out of me you'll take the shine ; 
I'll tap your claret , that '11 make you whine; 
Fll crack your nut. 

Acis. Yours to state, I beg, 

Has long been crack'd, your nufs not worth a meg. 
You may be hale and stout, I do not fear. 

Pol. I'll soon dispatch you to your bitter bier. 

Gal. Acis, be calm, your passions don't inflame. 

What says the poet, Doctor Whats-his-name : 
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Trio : Air. — " Carnovale di Venise? 

Gal. Let dogs delight to bark and bite, 

Improving every hour, 
And tear and growl, and scratch and fight, 
Till they themselves devour. 

(Air changes to « Oh, Mary ! ") 

Acis. {excitedly to Gal.) How dare he, how dare he, 

From your true love try to bear ye } 
How dare he, how dare he, 
Venture to treat my sweetheart so. 

Pol. {excitedly to Acis) How dare ye, how dare ye, 

To my views act so contrary j 

How dare ye, how dare ye, 

Fetch me such a knock-down blow. 



Y 






Gal. 



Air. — " Carnovale di Venise? 

But children you should never let 

Your angry passions rise, 
Your little fists were never made 

To black each other's eyes. 



Acis. 
Pol. 



Air.—" Oh, Mary / " 

How dare he, &c. 
How dare ye, &c. 



Acis. The time we waste ; come on, no more delay, 
My soul's in arms and eager for the fray. 
Where are the gloves, the sponge, and such like things ? 

Pol. All right, Fve got 'em handy at the wings. 

{Fetches boxing-gloves, bottle, and sponge. Acis and Polyphemus 

put on gloves.) 
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Enter Nyddia hurriedly, with a basket. 

Nyd. Oh missis, missis, what's all this about ? 

Gal. Never you mind. It's not your Sunday out. 

Why did you leave the house ? T'was most imprupper. 

Nyd. We hadn't in the place a scrap for supper, 
And so to get some eggs I had intended. 
At dinner, mum, you know the fowls we bended. 
But tell me please m', are you in distress ? 

Gal. It's killing work, fighting, and nothing less, 

So fetch a p'liceman ; quick, be off", don't stay. 
Nyd. I'll bring X 92, without delay. 

Exit Nyddia. 

Acis. (to Galatea) Ladies at fights, you know, are best away. 

Gal. No, if you must fight, Fll just see fair play. 

Pol. (to Acis) We'll soon see if you're tender. 

Acis. Tender, stuff! 

Come on and see who'll first cry " Hold, enough ! " 

{Appropriate Musk. 1st round — Dodge round, but don't touch each other. 2nd 

round — Aci s gets Polyphemus 1 head in " chancery" yd round — After considerable 

sparring, Acis gets a blow on the head and falls ; Galatjea calls out " time," and 

number of round after each round, and sponges each.) 

Acis. (floored) Oh dear, I've got it ! Oh that fatal lunge ! 

Pol. All right, he's lick'd ; there just throw up the sponge. 

Gal. (stooping over him) Oh Acis, Acis, are you really dead ! 

Acis. Oh yes, I had a onener on the head : 

That settled me. It's all U P. Oh, dear oh ! 
He made my conk ring. 

Pol. " I'm the conk ring hero. 
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Acis. IVe got it this time, got it hot as ginger. 
{to Polyphemus) You wagabone ! [Swoons,) 

Pol. You cannot wag a finger. 

His fighting days are over I'll be bound ; 
I laid Kim flat. 

Gal. {beseechingly) Oh Acis do come round. 

Villain ! you've kilPd him, you atrocious wretch ! 
If I were strong enough, your head I'd fetch 
Just such a blow. Oh Acis, must we part ; 
You'll ever be the darling of my heart. 

Pol. It's all up now with that conceited lubber ; 

'Twill do no good, so don't bewail and blubber. 
But come and be my wife. 

Gal. Oh, wretched fate ! 

But you shall suffer for it let me state. 
I'd die with Acis without more ado, 
Could I not live to be reveng'd on you. 
I'll promise you when I become your wife, 
You'll find in me your greatest plague in life. 
No use for you tranquility to seek, 
I'll have a washing day six times a week ; 
Upon your shirts I'll never sew a button, 
And never when it's cold will hash youf mutton ; 
If 'tis on pastry that you set your heart, 
I'll never make you pudding, pie, or tart ; 
If you come home and bring a friend to dine, 
I'll just slip out, first locking up the wine ; 
I'll hide your pipe, secrete too your latch key, 
Water your beer, and give you husband's tea ; 
I'll never air your sheets, never your stockings mend, 
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And when it's wet, F1I your umbrella lend ; 

At night I'll put black beetles in your boots, 

Tread on your fav'rite corn whene'er it shoots ; 

I'll run up bills at all the linen drapers, 

Come down to breakfast with my hair in papers. 

Ill sack the house if ever you go out, 

And put your plate and linen " up the spout." 

If to invite some friends you're such an ass, 

While you're at supper I'll turn out the gas ; 

And if at night you to your club should roam, 

I'll just step out myself and fetch you home. 

When wearied out, the day's work being o'er, 

You covet sweet repose, just won't I snore ; 

And when I'm wakeful (how you'll curse those nights), 

I'll lecture to you upon "Woman's Rights." 

To get you sent to quod shall be my hobby, 

Whene'er you're " screw'd," I'll run and fetch a bobby ; 

Whene'er you make a joke, I'll never laugh ; 

Before you're dead I'll write your epitaph. 

I'll celebrate your death in draughts of toddy, 

And quickly pawn your clothes and sell your body. 

If I die first, then my pale ghost shall fright ye, 

Out of sheer spite I'll come and haunt you nightly. 

Pol. Enough, enough, your tongue stay I implore, 
You chill my blood, I daren't hear any more. 
Your words o'erwhelm me like a roaring flood ; 
You harrow up my soul, chill my young blood. 
The tangl'd curls that on my head do twine, 
Stand up like quills upon the porcupine. 
Why surely a she-dragon 'tis let loose, 
And me she'd soon be draggirt to the deuce. 
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Oh that young Acis now his wife could make her ! 

By Jove, I only wish he'd come and take her. 

Fd bless 'em both, and go and see 'em wed — 
Acis. [sitting up) You don't say so ! 
Gal. What alive ! 

Pol. Not dead ! 

Not spifflicated yet ! 
Acis. Well no, not quite ; 

I thought you'd want me for another night. 
Gal. Oh joy indeed ! 

Acis. {embracing Galatsa) Come to my arms, my pet. 
Gal. Then after all "we may be happy yet." 
Pol. Oh this is terrible ! With fright I'm dead almost. 

Acis is kill'd, and this must be his ghost. 

Acis. Get something nice to eat, 'twill end all squabbling 
For though no ghost, you'll then see me n-goblin. 

Pol. I thought that you were dead; it seems you aint : 

'Twas all a sham, — 
Acis. Oh no, 'twas but * faint ; 

I swoon'd. You hit me sev'ral precious cracks; 
, Like Watts's bee " so neat you spread your whacks." 

For with your fist you were uncommon free ; 

You made me quail z-pigeon into me. 

Pol. Well, 'pon my word, I'm glad no blood was spilt. 
Gal. Your name's not tarnish ] d with a load of guilt. 

Acis. The audience too wish, now-a-days, you see, 
That plays should always end quite happily, 
So I recover'd. I'm alive and — 

Pol. Well! 

Buy Jupiter ! That's what I call a sell ! 
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Laughing Trio. — " Vm not the Queen, ba> ha ! " 

.(Rose o/CastiUe.) 

Acis. She's my heart's queen, ha, ha ! 

Never I ween, ha, ha ! 

Was fairer seen, ha, ha ! 
All. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

Pol. It's no use to grieve, ha, ha ! 

Tho' I perceive, ha, ha ! 

You did deceive, ha, ha ! 
All. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

Gal.- (to Pol.) You after all would not marry me ! 

Pray why ? 
Pol. (to Galatjsa) I knew to death you would harry me ! 
Gal. Oh, fie ! 

Pol. (to Acis) You should be dead, 

Acis. ha, ha ! 

Gal. No blood was shed, ha, ha ! 

Acis. (to Galatea) We'll soon be wed, ha, ha ! 



All. 




Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 


Pol. (to 


Acis) 


You got a crack, ha, ha ! 
And fell a whack, ha, ha ! 
Flat on your back, ha, ha ! 


All. 




Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 


Acis. 




But I survive, ha, ha ! 
I did contrive, ha, ha ! 




• 


To keep alive, ha, ha ! 


All. 




Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 


Pol. 




Tho* anger now should move me, 


Acis & Gal. 


Ha, ha ! 


Pol. 




I can't for mirth reprove thee. 


Acis & Gal. 


Ha, ha! 


Gal. 




So let us chaff, ha, ha ! 
Bumpers we'll quaff, ha, ha ! 
Loudly we'll laugh, ha, ha ! 


All. 




Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 
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Enter Nyddja and 92 X. 

Nyd. (to Galatea) I've brought the p'liceman. 

92 X. (to Polyphemus) Come, move on ! Move on ! 

You're stopping up the way. 

Pol. You go along. 

Don't interfere. 

92 X. My dooty well I knows. 

Pol. . You chap in blue, don't make me come to blows. 

92 X. D'ye know that I'm a servant of the crown ? (Producing 

truncheon.) 
Pol. You dare to take me up, I'll knock you down ! 

92 X. Now don't be rash, or I shall know my course. 
^member I'm a member of the force. 

Who gown and town rows helps to quell, 
And doth provide for many a swell 
A lodging in the station cell ! 

The Bobby ! 

Pol. (sarcastically) Who at the housemaid casts sheep's eyes, 
And is so fond of rabbit pies, 
And e'en cold mutton don't despise ! 

The Bobby ! 

92 X. Oh this is hard, to be in this way taunted. 

I'd better go. I don't think that I'm wanted. (Retires 
up stage with Nyddia.) 

Gal. (to Polyphemus) Remember, Pol, your promise. 

Pol. Oh, yes ! I'll do it. 

Though mind, young man, (to Acis) I'm sure you'll live 
to rue it. 
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(looking at Galatjea) In quite a different light I now 
regard her. 
She was so bard on me, she's damp'd my ardour. 
Than marry her, I'd sooner far be shot, 
I should be soft — 

Acis. Well, your fists are not ! 

Pol. {joining their hands) So take her, Acis, and may you enjoy 
Your golden dream without the least alloy. 
Bless you my children. — Please excuse this grief. — 
Have you such a thing now as a handkerchief? 
{borrows one from Acis) Thank you ! There, that's all ! 
So now we'll go. 
I've bless'd you both — 

92 X. {coming from back with Nyddia) Just stop a minute though ! 
{to Polyphemus) Excuse me, sir, intrudin' on you thus. 
Could you a blessing kindly spare for us ? 

Pol. Oh, yes, with pleasure. 

92 X. I'm about to wed 

This beauteous housemaid {pointing to Nyddia). As 
the poet said : — 
Without the smile from partial housemaid won, 
A peeler's beat's a world without a sun. 

Nyd. If missis don't object — 

Gal. Oh no, of course, 

Marry nfliceman if you see the force. 

Pol. {coming between them) Bless you my children ! 
May your love increase. 

Don't break each other's heads, nor yet the peace. 
May you, {to X 92) the guardian of your country's laws, 
Ne'er lick your wife without sufficient cause ; 
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Mind, when you're wed, on area-steps don't linger; 

In other people's pies don't put your finger ; 

And as the lady here seems nothing loth, 

Fond peeler, take her {joining their hands). And now, 

bless you both. 
I think that's really all, so come along, 
We musn't anymore the piece prolong. 

Acis. What, leave the stage without a single word 

To those kind friends there {pointing to Audience). Oh, 

now that's absurd. 
Why Polyphemus Fm ashamed of you ; 
Such base ingratitude I never knew. 

Pol. What shall I say then ? 

Acis. Their indulgence ask, 

Say in their smiles you ever hope to bask, 
And beg that they'll to you a pardon grant 
For your misdeeds — 

Pol. Oh, 'pon my word, I can't. 

I'm far too nervous. — I could not get through it. 
Here you, X 92, just go and do it. 
Address the audience, with them make our peace, man. 

92 X. I'm sure they wouldn't listen to a p'liceman. 
As to the peace, it's not for me to make it, 
All I've to do's to see as you don't break it. 

Acis. I rather think, as ladies now can vote, 

They should in speeches their ideas denote. 
They always speak their mind, are always heard, 
And rather like to get the final word ; 
So come, don't linger, or our play will flag, 
Fair Galataea, you just speak the tag. 
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Gal. {advancing to footlights) Kind friends in front, 'tis left for 
me to say 
Those parting words which finish up a play. 
Among you critics now, I half suspect, 
Are some who think our story's incorrect. 
Well, as to that, of course, I'm quite aware, 
It's not the same we get in Lempriere, 
Or Doctor Smith. But then it is so long, 
Since all this happen'd that they may be wrong. 
Modern historians are sometimes out, 
So please give us advantage of the doubt, 
And take our version. If it's not the best, 
At all events it ends the happiest. 
Acis still lives ; though you in lore well read, 
P'raps rightly think he surely should be dead. 
For says not Smith he by a rock was crush'd, 
Which Polyphemus hurl'd, and ground to dust. 
Suppose he were ! 'Twas much to sad an end, 
And so our author ventur'd to amend 
The classic version. All he had in view, 
Was only to succeed in pleasing you. 
Myself and Acis, having earn'd your laughter, 
Will marry and " live happy ever after ; " 
And that prompt officer, X 92, {pointing to him) 
Has found in Nyddia a partner too. 
Friend Polyphemus, tho', is not yet matched, 
Like certain students he's an unattached. 
Nought now remains. If we've your good will gain'd, 
The end we strove at has been well attain'd, 
And your approval will not fail I'm certain, 
To glad the hearts of all behind the curtain. 
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Finale : Air.—" Captain Jinks." 

Acis. To you kind friends our thanks we owe j 

We've tried some further light to shew, 
On a classical story that all of you know, 
And we hope that we've made it clear. 

Pol. I trust old Pol you've pardon'd quite, 

And if it affords you any delight, 
He'll be just as bad another night, 
If you but his efforts will chear. 

Gal. We know you lots of faults could find, 

But to our failings please be blind, 
And just extend your favour kind, 
To Acis and Galateir. 

All. We know you lots of faults could find, See. 



92 X. Nyddia. Polyphemus. Galatjea. Acis. 
r. l. 



Curtain. 
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CHARACTERS. 



Arion (Poet Laureate and Court Minstrel "by appointment," — A lover 
who has made a hit with a certain miss ; and who, though not addicted to 
ornament, indulges, in Scene IV., in a deck-oration, and, after showing him- 
self to be of sterling stuff, comes out— a la cockney—*' vel vet "). 

Periander (Tyrant— in a double sense— of Corinth ; by no means a 
goose, though apt to make ducks and drakes of his property, and, in his efforts 
to " raise the wind/' succeeds in " kicking up a dust," which somebody at 
last comes down with). 

Vilon (Chancellor of the Exchequer, Premier, &c., and His Majesty's 
chief adviser and general factotum ; a vile 'un who while on the stage has 
always some wile on ; has a considerable amount of brass, a ready supply of 
tin, and is not deficient in guilt). 

Bilrupfon (Captain of the "Lively Sally ;"— a tar who has seen a good 
deal of pitching, and been accustomed to hardships ; though not a sufferer 
from water on the brain he frequently has a n'ocean—9. wrong one too— in 
his head). 

Mtrrhina (Periander's daughter, who, having selected a mate and 
embarked in courtship, disobeys her pa by declining another match, as she 
thinks it would be loose of her to entertain it). 

Gamke (Myrrhina's faithful attendant, "as have missed her often when 
a babby ;" a martyr to rheumatics, dyspepsia, &c.). 

Bosen "\ (regular sea-dogs attached to the bark " Lively Sally ;" hearts 
Boros Vof oak, much given to verbally " shivering their timbers" when 
Surges) aboard). 

Courtiers, Court Officials, Pages, Guards, Attendants, Porters, &c, in 
proportion to the strength of the company. 
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SCENERY. 



Scene I. Hall of Audience in Periander's Palace at Corinth. 

" It is not every man's lot to gain Corinth." 

Horace. 

" Judges and Senates have been bought for gold ; 

Esteem and love were never to be sold." 

Pope. 



Scene II. Myrrhina's Boudoir. 



" What sea, what shore, 

That doth not know Arum ; who of yore 

Arrested running waters with his strains." 

OVID. 
" Oh, say not woman's love is bought 

With vain and empty treasure ; 

Oh, say not woman's heart is caught 

By every idle pleasure." 

I POCOCK. 

► Scene III. Street in Tarentum. 

i 

"A very excellent piece of villany." 

i Shakespeare. 

' " 'Twas thence, returning with his golden hoard, 

Fruit of hiB art, Arum went on board." 

Ovid. 

Scene IV. Aboard of the " Lively Sally." 



" And so he leapt into the azure wave : 
And there the dolphin with curved back to save, 
Arose, and him, unwonted freight received. 
'Tis so recorded, and 'tis so believed. 

The^gods beheld that pious deed ; and Jove 
Assigned the dolphin a bright seat above." 

Ovid. 
" Like Arion on the dolphin's back, 
I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves." 

Shakespeare. 



8 SCENERY. 



Scene V. High Road to Corinth. 

" Ah me ! for aught that ever I could read, 
Could ever hear by tale or history, 
The course of true love never did run smooth." 

Shakespeare. 

" The joy ofjneeting pays the pangs of absence ; 

Else who could bear it ?" 

Rowe. 

Scene VI. Periander's Palace at Corinth. 

" Who thinketh to buy villany with gold, 
Shall ever find such faith so bought— so sold " 

MARSTON. 
" Ah, no, the love that first can warm 

Will leave her bosom never : 
No second passion e'er can charm, — 
She loves, and loves for ever!" 

POCOCK. 

" Dolphins never ply for hire, but for love and glory, 
When the sons of song require ; trust Arion's story." 

Philip of Thessalonica. 
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SCENE I. 

Hall of Audience in Periander's Palace. Throne in centre, surrounded by 
Courtier 8. Curtain rises to music, " Suoni la tromba." Per. enters, 
ushered in by Vilon, and followed by two Pages, supporting robes 
Courtiers make obeisance, and sing the following Chorus, as he seats 
himself on throne. 

Chorus : Air — " Suoni la tromba," (II Puritani). 

Our monarch's trumpet sounding, 

Loudly our tuneful notes we'll raise ; 
With joy our hearts are bounding, 

Gladly well celebrate his praise. 
With loyal acclamations, 

Humbly we greet the day : 
Great king! our gratulations 

Deign to accept, we pray. 

Our monarch's trumpet sounding, &c. 

Air — ' i For he's a jolly good fellow. " 

For of monarchs there isn't his fellow, 
Of monarchs there isn't his fellow, 
Of monarchs there isn't his f-el-low, 

And so say all of us ! 
With a hip, hip, hurrah ! with a hip, hip, hip, hurrah ! 
\ With a hip, hip, hip, and a jolly good hip, 
And a hip, hip, hip, hurrah ! 

b 
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Per. (rising amidst hud applause) Thanks, thanks, my 
friends, for your congratulations, 
And loud and loyal vocal demonstrations. 
Applause is grateful to your monarch's hearing ; 
We always find, in fact, huzzas are cheering, 
And truly love the shout which speaks our praise ; 
Our spirits much you raise with your hoorays I 
Twice ten years since (dear me, how time has flown) 
The chance of birth first threw me on this throne. 
My royal dad being sick, and not recovering 
He lost his crown, and I became your sovereign. 
To regal purple then did I attain, 
You hailed me king, and I began to reign. 
'Tis that event to-day, as you're aweer, 
We're met to celebrate. — 
1st Cour. Bravo ! 

2nd Do. Hear, hear ! 

Per. To demonstrate it in a fitting way, 

We'll straight proclaim a general holiday. 
Let loyal joy and merriment abound ; 
With sprightly music let each street resound ; 
Illuminate at dusk the public places, 
While smiles illumine all my subjects' faces. 
We'll have no bitters in our joyous cup, 
If men look black, the blues shall take 'em up. 
Let treble X from each street-corner flow ; 
And let all foot it on fantastic toe 
In reel enjoyment — 

1st Cour. But, my liege, perchance 

There may be some who know not how to dance, 
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Who'd simply breakdown. — 

Per. v Well, what's that to you % 

Don't speak, young man, unless you're spoken to. 

1st Cour. But, sire, — 

Per. Shut up ; your talking won't avail, 

Or we'll your speeches, puppy, soon cv/rtaih 
Just bear in mind, " least said is soonest mended ;" 
Acting on that now, our reception's ended. 
But, stay — as spouting's dry work for the speaker, — 
Our royal beak we'd dip into a beaker : 
Our throttle's dry, our voice begins to tire, 

(To Page) So just bring forth the beaker of our sire. 

[Exit PAGE, L. 

To whet our royal whistle we incline : 
We'll pledge the lot of you in glorious wine. 

Re-enter Page, L., bearing handsome beaker on salver. He kneels 

and "presents it to Per. 

Solo & Chorus : Avr — " Voici le sabre" (La Grande, Ihwhesse.) 

Per. Lo, here, the beaker of our sire, 

Oft was it present at his side, 
Oft did its draughts his soul inspire, 

Gaily he quaffed the rosy tide. 
Ere he for roost at night was ready, 

His lips too often would it drain, 
Till, on his royal legs unsteady, 

He couldn't see to fill again. 
Lo, here, the beaker of our sire, 

We pledge all around us in its tide. 



PER. drinks. 



Courtiers. Lo, there, the beaker of your sire, 

Long may you quaff its rosy tide. 



Per. Now all depart. You've heard the royal command, 
Let loyal rejoicings overspread the land. 

bz 
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Song : Air — " Immensikoff. " 
1ST Cour. Great monarch, ere we take our leave, 

Permit us to express 
How much we've felt the force of all 
You've said in your address. 
Per. We much appreciate your praise, 

But 'tis time you were off : 
We're well aware we are A 1, 

In fact— Immensikoff ! 
Immensikoff ! Immensikoff ! 
Who dares at us to laugh or scoff, 
His head we'd very soon take off, 
For we're, you know, Immensikoff ! 
Courtiers. Immensikoff ! Immensikoff ! 

No one would dare to laugh or scoff ; 
His head we're sure he must be off, 
If he said you weren't Immensikoff ! 

All the courtiers dance off except Vilon. Per. 
continv£8daiicingbyhim8e{f t bitf8eeingVXLQJSi 
stops suddenly. 

Per. Hallo, not gone ! 

Vil. Sire, pardon this intrusion. 

Business compels me on your sweet seclusion 
To trespass, and your regal mirth to ruffle. 

Per. Kings don't like to be caught, though on the shuffle. 
On all but you our royal brow would frown, 
But say what's up, that makes you look so down ? 

Vil. Your majesty has ordered for the nation 
(And rightly too) a loyal celebration : 
Illuminations, music, lots of beer, and so on, — 
And though, of course, I'd not cold water throw on 
My monarch's plans, permit me to propound, 
To pay for this where shall the coin be found ? 
Without offence, may I the hint just offer, 
There's precious little in the royal coffer : 



LEAP FOR LIFE. I J 



I may say nothing. — 

Per. Then let's go on tick. 

Yil. That is, I fear, my liege, too old a'trick 

To try again ; the people wouldn't stand it* 

Peb. They surely daren't resist if I command it I 

What could they do ? Why, bless my royal eyes - r 
Not stand it ! 

Yil. Well, my liege, they'd rise 

In insurrection. Tradesmen e'en invade 
The royal courtyard clamouring to be paid. 
Oft with excuses they've away been sent, 
But still they come, brimful of discontent. 
The royal laundress swears by all that's blue 
It wrings her heart to wash for such as you ; 
The grocer says he now for cash must stickle, 
Through giving trust he's in a pretty pickle. 

Per. If s like his sauce ! It's treason, dash my wig f 

Yil. He says your custom isn't worth &fig. 

Per. That's grosser still, by many more degrees, 

We'll let him know such conduct's not the cheese. 

Yil. Your tailor states his shop he'll have to shut, 
For tick don't suit him and he means to cut ; 
To work for nothing he don't just now cotton. — 

Per. These snips for kings don't seem to care a button. 

Yil. For want of tin your brewer too is ailing y 

Though stout of heart his hard fate he's bewailing. 
He can't sheer, he says, the thought of ruin, 
So, if not paid, there'll soon be mischief brewin\ 
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Your shoemaker is in a precious wax, 

'Tis bootless asking him for income-tax ; 

With bill unpaid, he daily makes a call, 

And now declares he's lost at last his awl. 

The butcher, heedless of the public weal, 

Now steaks his life hell make no bones, but steel. 

He's much cut up, his ruin's most complete ; 

He's cAop-fall'n quite, and can't make both ends meat. 

The baker, ill-bred as he is and dusty, 

Has dropped his floury speeches, now he's crusty. 

What's to be done 1 

Per. Are all the taxes in 1 

Vil. O, yes, my liege ; what's more, you've spent the 
tin. 
There are none' due. — 

Per. Egad, there's still a chance ! 

Suppose we now collect 'em in advance. 

Vil, 'Twould never do. They'd rise in revolution ; 
They wouldn't stomach then the constitution. 

Duet : Air — "Every cloud has a silvery lining bright." — 

(Glaribel.) 
Vil. 'Tis sad, methinks, but still 'tis clear, 

And plain as A. B. C, 
That mankind all, both great and small, 

Bow down to L. S. D. 
For coin men swear that a right's a wrong, 

Pickpockets, declare black's white ; 
And the world's worst curse is an empty purse, 
With no silvery lining bright. 

Per. & Vil. Yes, the world's worst curse, &c. 
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Per. Adieu, old port, champagne, moselle, 

And all that makes life dear ; 
Now I'm cleaned out, beyond a doubt, • 

'Twill only run to beer. 
Farewell, sweet venison, turtle, pine, 

Such dainties are lost to sight, 
For I've spent my brass, and my purse, alas 1 

Has no silvery lining bright. 

Vil. & Pee. Now (J^ 8 ' spent, Ac. 

Per. "We're in a ^.x. Can you no plan suggest 
To serve our purpose, now we're so distrest. 

Vil. There is but one presents itself to me. — 

Per. I'd stick at nothing, as I'm " up a tree" 

To get refoo/1 So name it ; come, get on. — 

Vil. You have a daughter. — 

Per. Yes, thank Heaven, but one t 

But what of that ? 

Vil. To be no longer tarrying, 

I've lately had some serious thoughts of marrying, 
And, if your Majesty were not unwilling, 
I'd wed your offspring. She has not a shilling, 
But, I am rich, and long have loved your daughter, 
So give your humble courtier leave to court her. 
Were she my bride, 'twould be my pride to get 
My wife's beloved paternal out of debt. 

Per, (aside) It's not a bad idea, upon my word. 

I might perhaps some other have preferred, 
But still I mightn't. It's a desperate case, 
I think the offer p'raps I'd best embrace : 
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To be so short is really most distressing. 
(To Vil.) Take her, be happy ! You've her father's 
blessing ; 
And, as I'm hard up for a small amount, 
You would, p'raps, stand a trifle on account. 

Vil. Suppose your daughter, though, refuse compliance, 
And treat with scorn my offer of alliance. 
Girls have opinions. — 

Per. She'll not say nay, 

She has a will, p'raps, but I'll have my way. 

Vil. 'Tis rumoured that she favours young Arion, 
The court musician. — 

Per. He needn't try on 

His suit with her. Besides, he left some time, 
And now is wandering in a foreign clime. 

Vil. Has she forgotten him ? 

Per. Beyond a doubt ; 

And if she hasn't you'll soon cut him out ! 
If she were true to him 'twould be a wonder ; 
Absence don't make the female heart grow fonder, 
But rather t'other. That we won't debate : 
You state your willingness to serve the state, 
By shelling out a really handsome dowry, 
While young Arion can't shell out a cowrie. 
At least, he couldn't when he went away ; 
Though he has talent, that don't always pay. 
You've cash, not genius, but the world disdains 
The man who's penniless in all but brains. 
You mayn't be clever — I mean no affront — 
Vil. If I'm not sharp, at least I've got the bhmt — 
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Peb. But I'll arrange the matter in a trice, 

I'll just go to her now and break the ice. 

Vil. By all means break tlie ice ; but, if perchance 

Her manner's cold, she'll freeze me with a glance. 
She may rebel. — 

Peb. O, she knows better — rather. 

You'll soon be nearer kindred to her father. 

Duet : Avr — " Trab, trab." 



Feb. 


My daughter he shall marry. 


Vil. 


Then won't I cut a dash ! 


Per. 


Those duns, though, if I tarry, 




Will bring their king to smash. 


Vil. 


All-powerful is tin, 




For me a wife 'twill win. 


Pea. 


Cash, cash, cash, cash ! When I've the cash 




I shall not care a pin. 


Vil. 


Cash, cash, cash, cash ! When you've the cash 


■ 


You need not care a pin. 



Vil. All must, who'd share life's pleasures, 

Possess the golden key, 
Then all earth's choicest treasures 
Unlocked to them will be. 
Per. In this terrestrial sphere, 

What I most need, tis clear, 
Is cash, cash, cash ! When I've the cash 
My duns I needn't fear. 
Vil. Cash, cash, cash, cash ! When you've the cash, 

Your duns you needn't fear. 

{Dance, in which Peri, exits.) 

Vil. (soliloquising) I think I've played my cards extremely 
well! 
Delightful thought to be a heavy swell ! 
A monarch's son ! My stars, I'm getting on ; 
I mean to plan it, too, to sit upon 






1 
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The throne. 'Tis high, p'raps, to be soarin', 

I mustn't miss the crown and get a,floorin\ 

A friend, though, tells me, (producing telegram) per 

Ionian cable, 
That young Arion will, soon as he's able, 
Return to Corinth, and has actuary 
Secured his berth aboard the " Lively Sally." 
Has made through Italy a concert tour 
With such success that he's no longer poor, 
But rolls in riches. Now the coin's the thing 
Wherewith to catch the conscience of the king. 
Myrrhina loves him. As he has more pelf, 
Her father would prefer him to myself. 
This telegraph (telegram though's grammar) 
I had from one who wouldn't tell a Grammar. 
So I don't doubt it. Now, it's clear to me 
I must devise a scheme of villainy. 
I know Bilruffon, captain of the craft, 
He's every inch a scoundrel, fore and aft ; 
Is ripe for murder, arson : in fact, any 
Game to turn an honest penny ! 
I'll drop a line at once, ere he's afloat. 
I'll hook it now, and just indite the note. 
I have a scheme ; you'll know it in good time, 
My mind 7 8 made up — Myrrhina shall be mine. 

Exit to melodramatic music. 
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SCENE II. 
. Mtrrhina's Boudoir. Gampce discovered at work, darning stockings. 

Gam. Well, deary me, I darn and darn and mend, 
And yet to holes it seems there ain't no end : 
It's shameful ; for the state they're in is shocking 
It's very clear we should have a fresh stock in. 
I often thinks, too, when I eyes a pair, 
My pair of eyes ain't now quite what they were ; 
For, when I darns the rents that toes have bursted, 
They very often, like my thread, are worsted. 
Night though's most tryin'. Gas ain't yet invented ; 
In Greece with candles we've to be contented. 

Enter Myrrhina, R. 

Myr. Why, nurse, you're always mending. 

Gam. Yes, my poppet ! 

Myr. Put up your work, I'm sure it's time to drop it, 
And come and talk to me. 

Gam. (rising and coming to front.) You see, my dear, 
Your royal father is so very near, 
He don't allow u3 scarce enough, you knows, 
(He is so close), to find us both in clothes. 

Myr. Well, never mind. Do you know, nurse, last 
night 
I dreamt of him — 

Gam. Ah, well indeed you might. 

'Twas that cold pork ; at night it's most imprupper, 
You ate a deal of it, you did, for supper. 
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Myr. Ah, but my dream, indeed, was most delightful, 
And, while it lasted, I with joy was quite full. 
My loved Arion charmed, methought, mine ears 
With sweetest music, banishing all fears. 

Gam. Say what you like — with me there ain't no question,. 
Dreams mostly is the fruits of indigestion. 

Gamkb retires up stage, seats herself, and resumes work. 

Song : Avr — " The Jolly Young Waterman." 

Myr. Of course you're all heard of that famous musician 

And poet, Arion, renownM throughout Greece ; 
Youll find in Herodotus something about him, 
Whilst Ovid contributes his fame to increase. 
Not Sims Reeves nor Santley can warble more sweetly; 
Nor Tennyson, even, pen stanzas more neatly, 
And then, too, he has such an elegant air ; 
No man I e'er met with can with him compare ; 
In fact, entre nous, 'tis a settled affair. 

Love's arrow struck deep, and I couldn't refuse him 
He gained my affections one night at a ball ; 

He called the next day, we were awfully spoony, 
And, somehow, he managed my heart to enthral. 

In Italy wand'ring, his fortune he's seeking ; 

For pa wouldn't trust me to anyone's keeping, 

Unless they had heaps of the ready to spare. 

I know that he loves me, for wealth I don't care ; 

For his heart, not his riches, I'm anxious to share. 

Enter Periander, R. 

Per. My dear, good morning. — 

Myr. Ah, papa, how do ? 

We were conversing not long since of you ; 
My allowance now you really must increase. 

Per. I can't indeed. — 

Myr. Well, then, youll have no peace. 
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Per. I can't spare tin, your draper's bills to settle. 

Myr. Not spare the tin ! You put me on my mettle. 

To save your purse, I stitch and sew — I'm growing 
Really quite seedy from such constant sewing, — 

Per. We'll speak of that anon. (To Nurse). You 
needn't stop. 

Gam. (aside) Ah, well, my ear I'll to the key-hole pop. 

Exit, 

Per. Methinks, your life is dull, suppose we change it, 
In fact, I've come on purpose to arrange it. 

Myr. 'Tis rather slow. — 

Per. Yes, single life must bore you, 

And so, you know, I've found a husband for you. 

Myr. A husband, gracious 1 Surely you're in fun. 

Per. I'm quite in earnest. — 

Myr. Pray suggest the one 

You've chosen for me. — 

Per. Well, he's high in station, 

And is, indeed, a credit to the nation. 
You'll jump at him, for he's no other than 
Our dear friend Vilon. 

Myr. « What ! That horrid man ! 

I marry him I Be tied to him for life ! 
Whate'er betide, I'll never be his wife. 

Per. If one more suitable cannot be found, 

Whate'er betide, you'll wed him, I'll be bound. 

Myr. I never will — I feel that I should hate him. 

Per. In time, my dear, you'd learn to tolerate him. 
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Your mother swore at first she hated me, 
(aside) In fact she stuck to it perpetually. 
(to Myr.) So don't your pa vex, but in recollection 
Recall your doating parent's long affection. 

Song : Air-- " Be kind to thy Father." 
Eespect your paternal, for when you were young 

No dad could be fonder than me ; 
How oft to my whiskers you tenderly clung, 

And pulled out a handful in glee. 
I nursed you at night, when so loudly you'd squall, 

Tho' weary, no rest could I gain, 
While Daffy's Elixir was no use at all, 

And Wimlow's famed Syrup was vain. 

Air—" Nobody's Child." 

Myr. You're a most hard-hearted father, and I wish I had another ; 
You'll drive me wild, you'll drive me wild ; 
You'd never dare to do it if I only had a mother, 
I'm a most ill-treated child. 
MYR. repeats above whilst Per. rings :— 

Per. Just remember I'm your father, and don't kick up such a bother, 
And don't get riled, and don't get riled ; 
'Pon my word she has a temper just exactly like her mother : 
You're a most unfilial child. 

Peb. Now you'll repent, if you balk my intention, 
So don't this mem shun. — 

Myr. Oh, his name don't mention, 

To wed him I'm quite sure would drive me wild. 
I've been, till now, a most obedient child. 
When but a tiny shrimp, I've oft been told, 
If let alone, I was as good as gold. 
Would sit so quietly in nurse's lap, 
Contented with my lot — that was, my pap. 
Ne'er into tantrums ever used to fly, 
And ne'er when washed was ever wont to cry. 
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You must admit, that when a little trot, 
I was most dutiful — now, was I not ? 

Pee. Yes, your transgressions were so very slight, 
A single slap would always set you right. 

Myr. When older, in my conduct most correct, 
Your every wish I treated with respect;, 
And even now I'd be obedient still, 
And yield compliance with your slightest will, 
In all but this. So pray don't press it, don't, 
To cross your wiU, you know, is not my wont. 

Per. Nonsense ! He'll woo you, and your heart will win. 

Enter Gampce, R. 

Gam. Here's Mister Vilon, mum. — 

Per. Ah, shew him in. 

Exit GAM., and re-enter, ushering in Vil. R. Exit Gam. R. 

i 

Concerted Piece : Air— 1 ' The Grecian Bend. " 

Pee. (introducing Vil. ) Dear, permit me — Mr. Vilon. (Vil. bows.) 

(to Vil.) Your affection now declare. 

Vil. (aside.) Jupiter ! What lovely features- 

Is that really her own hair. 
Per. (to Vil.) Pop the question, don't be bashful 

Myr. (moving away) Distance does enchantment lend. 

Ill shock pa by going in for 
What they call the Grecian Bend. 

Myr. (walking a la Grecian Bend.) 

The Grecian Bend some think engaging. 
Though to pa 'tis most enraging ; 
With his notions it won't blend, 
He cant bear this Grecian Bend. 
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Vil. Her Grecian Bend is most engaging : 

Love within my breast is raging ; 
Ease and grace do her attend. 
What a charming Grecian Bend ! 

Per. (Mimicking Grecian Bend) 

That Grecian Bend is most enraging, 
How can folks think it's engaging. 
Goodness, child ! that stoop pray mend, 
For I hate that Grecian Bend. 

Myr. The Grecian Bend some think engaging, 6 c. 

(Dance.) 



Per. (to Vil. J Come, just begin — say something ; I, mean- 
while, 
Will at the window there the time beguile. 
At loving tete-d-letes I'd not make one, 
Remembering — "two's company,, three's none." 

(Retires up stage and looks out of window.) 
(Til. looks bashfully at Myr., who disdains to notice him. Usual bye-play.) 

Vil. (aside) I'll plunge, here goes, (to Myr. J I've 

come to — 
Myr. Yes, I know, 

And now you've come, I think you'd better go. 
Vil. Oh, rose of Corinth ! Pink of beauty ! 

Myr. Stay, 

Your speech is much too flowery. — 

Vil. " Listen, pray, 

And snub me not ! — Reject me not in haste, 
For without thee my breast is but a waste, 
A perfect desert, and I can't endure it. 

Myr. 'Tis not incumbent though on me to owe it. 

Vil. Oh, say not so. Be mine, I'll live for thee — 
Will cut my club, — forego e'en my latch key, — 
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Will come home always punctually at nine, — 
All public feeds, where you're not asked, decline, — 
Will never smoke, unless you'll do so too, 
(Girls often now a cigarette get through) — 
At all times ready at your beck and call, 
I'll take you to each sovrSe, rout, and ball. 
You'd be, I vow (nay, prithee, do not laugh), 
Indeed, my all. — 

Myr. But not your better half. 

Vil. The latest things from Paris you should wear, — 
The newest bonnets should be yours, I swear, — 
Jewellery unlimited, necklaces and rings, 
A suite of diamond*, — the sweetest things, — 
A country seat, a mansion, too, in town, 
All should be yours, — most handsome I'd come 

down, 
If you'd be mine. Say yes, now, I entreat, 
And all my wealth I'll scatter at your feet. 
Hoses shall strew your path and riches — 

Myr. Hold 

Your wealth and roses ; I'd not marry gold 
And sell my hearts-ease. I'd another wed. 

Vil. Why not forget him and love me instead 1 

Myr. Love you ! Impossible. — 

Pkb. (Coming down.) Hallo ! What's that? 

Oh, I must just be sharp with her that's flat. 
Daughter, already you've gone too far. — 
How dare you mar the projects of your pa ? 
You've never disobeyed me since I've known 

you. — 
Accept at once, or, hang it, I'll disown you. 

c 
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Myr. 



In fact, you shall.- 



Ere I'll comply. - 



I'll leave my home for ever 



Vil. (aside) 



Gam. (Rushing in, R.) Hooray, we'll go together. 

Quabtbtt : Air: "I'm her Pa." 

Per. (to Myr.) You're most aggravating, 

Past all tolerating ; 
You'll drive me wild, you wretched child. 
This horrid row creating. 
Mtb. Ill not wed this man, pa ; 

Love him I ne'er can, pa ; • 
111 never stay, but run away, 
Before 111 married be. 
Though by her rejected, 
111 not be dejected ; 
He want's the cash, to cut a dash ; 
He'll have his way, I see. 
Well cut off together, 
Spite of wind or weather ; 
Our boots are strong, so come along, 
Well put our trust in leather. 
Pee. Mister V. youll wed, miss, 

And no one else instead, miss, 
For 111 let you know, Miss M., that I'm your pa. 
Per. Yes, 111 let you know, Miss M, that I'm your pa. 
MTR. I really think you are a most unkind papa. 
Vil. He means to let her know, by Jove, that he's her pa. 
GAMP. He's a precious sort of chap to*be her pa. 



Gamp, (to Myr.) 



I 
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Dance at scene closet. 
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SCENE III. 

Exterior of a Public-house, at Tarentunv—with table in front, at which BOSKN, 
Bo&OS, and SURGES are discovered smoking and drinking. 

MUSIC. 

Solo and Chorus— A vr: " The Bay of Biscay 0." 

Bes. Tho' storms around us thunder, 

No danger makes us cower, 
As long as we can plunder, 

We scorn the ocean's power. 
Soon as we leave our bark, 
The time we spend till dark, 
Swigging away, all the day, 
Rum, gin, brandy, and whiskey, ! 
Chorus. Swigging away, &c. 

Enter Bilruppon, L. 

Bil. Away, my lads, at once, and get aboard, — 
To lose this wind, you know, we can't afford. 
We'll sail at once. — Away, my galliant crew. 

Bos. Beg pardon, Cap'en, here's a note for you. 

(Giving Note.) 

'Twas sent aboard. — 

Bil. Some cussed Bill I'll Bet. 

Bos. Cap'n, our passenger ain't turned up yet. — 

Bil. Bowlines and broadsides ! The swab '11 find, 
If he's not sharp that he'll be left behind. 

Exit Bos., BoS., and SUE., R. 
C 2 



28 ARION ; OR, A 



Song : Air— " The Days of the Bluff King Hal. 

Bil. Modern chaps may prate 

Of their armour plate, 
With which their ships they coat ; 

In classical days 

Twould the tars amaze 
To see old iron afloat. 

For we much prefer 

Building ships of fir, 
And the theme of my recital 

Is fashioned of the same ; 

" Lively Sally " is her name ; 
Tho\ for short, she's called the " Lively Sal." 

Then here's to the " Lively Sal," 

The trim little " Lively Sal," 
Look at her fore and aft, she's a clipping little craft. 

Hurrah, for the " Lively Sal !" 

Historians swear, 

In these times there were 
No ships worth e'en a fig. 

That's all my eye, 

Tho' 111 not deny 
They're not especially big ; 

But they're made of stuff 

Uncommonly tough, 
Which is most essential, 

And if you like the motion 

Of a tossing on the ocean, 
Just come aboard the " Lively Sal." 

Then here's to the " Lively Sal," Ac. 

I ran away to sea, 

'Cos I couldn't agree, 
When a boy, with the folks at home. 

I hit my dad a crack, 

Which laid him on his back, 
Then hooked it off to plough the foam. 

I served out my time, 

Went in for lots of crime, 
And deeds piratical. 

My cognomen is Bilruffou, 

By jingo, I'm a tough 'un, 
. And the skipper of the " Lively Sal." 

Then here's to the " Lively Sal," Ac. 
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Bil. ("Opens letter and reads. J " Dear friend Bilruffon, — A& 
you never stick 
At trifles, and are always pretty quick 
To do a deed, whene'er it should be done,, 
I drop a line to say a certain one, 
By name Arion, and a friend of mine, 
Who's at Tarentum, doth just now design 
To come to Corinth in the " Lively Sally," 
With all his goods (they're of no end of val£y)L 
It struck me now, if you were so inclined, 
You might, when out at sea, just come behind, 
And, when he wasn't looking, him (turn over) 

(Turning letter over). 

Just give a push, then he'd soon be a rover 
Amidst the waves. He'd leave behind his pelf, 
You should have half, the rest I'd take myself. 
We might make matters then uncommon pleasant ;, 
But now, farewell, I'll say no more at present. 
Yours ever, Vilon." Splice my jib, that's cool t 
Jackstays and junks ! He takes me for a fool. 
I do the deed, run all the risk, and, blow it, 
Just hand him half ! By Jove, not if I know it. 
I'll have it all, or know the reason why, 
Arion's booked his berth and so he'll die. 
Ha, ha ! he comes. — 

Ari. (Outside.) Look out, you fellows there, 

You know they're labelled, "This side up,with care." 
Enter Ari. fol owed by Porters carrying luggage, L. 

Mind you don't drop 'em, or, by all that's blue, 
You'll get blown up ; I shall drop down on you. 

Porters pass out, R.. 
Ari. , not seeing Bil. , runs against him. 
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Bil. (writhing.) You've dropped on, me, right on my 
favourite corn. 
You've had a drop too much, now, I'll be sworn. 

Ari. Captain, I really beg ten thousand pardons. 

BiL.f A side. JIti 's precious lucky all my corns are hard 'uns. 
(To Ari.) Don't mention it. — 

Ari. This hurrying, you see, 

One quite upsets, — 
Bil. You nearly upset me. 

But, if you're ready, why, we'll get aboard ; 

Our little craft just close at hand is moored ; 

The crew are longing to be on the cruise ; 

The wind blows fair, and we've no time to lose. 

Ari. I long to start. — 

Bm Then we'll get under weigh, 

And on our way towards home without delay. 

Duet : Air—" Act on the Square." 
Ari. Bright hope disperses all alarms, 

I'd every danger dare, 
To clasp the dear one in these arms 
Whose life I long to share. 
Bil. (Atide.) Of what's in store he little dreams, 

I guess t'will make him stare, 
But ignorance is bliss, it seems, 
Not knowing, he don't care. 
Ari. Neptune, befriend ns ! Ye winds blow fair ! 

Waft us to Corinth ; I long to be there. 
Bil. Neptune be bothered ! Now the wind's fair, 

We must be starting ; we've no time to spare. 

Dance, and Exit, R. 
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SCENE IV. 
Deck of the " Lively Sally." 

Melodramatic Music. 

Enter Bilruffon cautiously, R. He looks carefully all round; pulls out w 
long telescope and reconnoitres. Goes out and brings in BOSEN, L., and 
afterwards Boros and Surges, R., separately and with great mystery. 

Bil. Avast, my lads, are you all staunch and true ? 
'Cause, if you are, I'll have a word with you, — 
Would you stick by your skipper % — 

Bos. Stick ! Like tar ! 

Bil. • Art villains all 1 — 

Bos. We am ! 

Sur. ' We is ! 

Bor. We are I 



Trio : Air — " Not so bad for me. 



»» 



Bor. Ere I could either walk or talk, 

I blacked my nurse's eyes ; 
Stuck hair-pins in the poodle ; 
And murdered heaps of flies. 
I teased the cat, till she at last 
Clean off her head was found ; 
And helped with glee (aye, many a time) 
To get the kittens drowned. 
(Spoken.) As I grew older, I grew worse, and now — 

I'm so bad, I'm so bad, 

Bad as bad can be, 
There can't be found now 111 be bound, 
Suoh a scamp as me. 

Bil., Bor. , 1 Wre so bad » we ' re so bad > 

jjq- l Most decided^, 

and Sur J There can't be found, well all be bouud, 

Such precious scamps as we. 
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Sur. At three years old, no wicked deed 

For me was black enough. 
I ars'nic mixed in granny's gruel 

And pepper in her snuff ; 
I burnt her wig, and, when reproved, 

I punched her aged head, 
And when within my bed-room locked, 
I set fire to the bed. 
(Spoken) I improved, and got wickeder, and now — 

I'm 



Wre} 80 *" 1 '* - 

Bos. Say what you like, of childish imps 

I was the very wust. 
I stuffed my little brother Bill 

With buns until he bust ; 
My sister Jane I painted black, 

Then in the cistern threw her, 
And left her in the oven to dry 
Till mother hardly knew her. 
(Spoken) I persevered, and now — 7 

T'tti ^ 

We're J So bad, Ac. 

Bil. To do a deed you wouldn't be afraid, 
For instance, — kill a chap. — 

Bos. Not if it paid. 

Bowsprits and bobstays ! We'd do anythink ; 
Ay, do for twenty, for a drop o' drink. 
Wouldn't us, mates 1 — 

Sur. Ha, splice my halliards ! rather. 

Bor. Shiver my timbers ! I'd capsize my father ; 

Send on his beam ends, too, my only brother ; 

Scuttle my sister, ay, and sink my mother. 
Sur. Jib-booms and jury-masts ! I'm such a bad one, 

I'd run my wife aground, if I but had one. 
Bil. Ha, that's your sort, it does one good to hear 

Such noble sentiments. — 
B° s - Cap'en, now what cheer 1 
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Bil. What do you say to lots of cash galore, 

Enough to keep you always drunk ashore 1 
Suppose I told you how 'twas to be got, 
Ye sons of guns. — 

Bos. We'd get it.— 

Sur. Like a shot. 

Bil. But, then, suppose a chap was in the way ! 

Bor. He'd soon be out of it. — 

Bos. & Sur. Ay, ay, — 

Bil. Belay ! 

That's just the point. Now, him we've got aboard 
Has lots of ready in his luggage stored ; 
Art game to get it ] — 

Bos. Game t Just say the word, 

We'll " cook his goose"— 

Sur. Ay, cook it "like a bird." 

Bil. Where is he now 1 — 

Bor. The snivellin' swab's below, 

The sea's upset him. — 

Bil. Well, at once, then, go 

And fetch him ; you can nicely on him drop 
If he's now ill. — 

Bos. Oh, we'll soon bring him up. 

If he resists, we'll very soon assure him 
That, as he's sea-sick, we've come to sea-cure him. 
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Concerted Piece — Aw : " On yonder rock reclining. " ( Fra 

Diavolo. ) 
Bil. In yonder berth reclining 

You will Arion sea-sick behold, 

Fetch him up here, then well seize his gold. 
Bob. Out then he'll soon be bowl'd. 

Bil. We'll soon be consigning 

To the sea's bottom this fine fellow. 

Dead men no tales can tell, you know. 
Bos. Ha ! Ha ! 

Bob. He! He! 

Ho-;! Bb! 
Bob. Listen ! Surely I heard him a-snoring ? 

Bos. No, 'twas the billows a-roaring. 

Go down below ! Go down below ! Go down below ! 

Exeunt Bosen, Surges, and Bobos, R., and re-enter with Arion 

struggling, E. 

i 

Ari. Villains, what mean yon ! Pray is this the way 
You treat your passengers ? — 

Sur. There, just belay y 

And hold your jaw. — 

Ari. By George, and all that's blue, 

If I were free, I'd just be laying you 
Flat on your back ; were only I on shore — 

Bor. You ain't a-goin' to see it any more. 

Ari. Don't go too far, or you'll wish you had halted. 
Though I'm at sea, why should I be z&salted. 
You'll smart for this when I'm on land a rover, 
I'll overhaul you. — 

Bos. Soon 'twill be all over 

With you, my man. — 

Ari. What ! I don't understand. 

Bos. You'll never set your eyes or feet on land, 
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That's sartin. — 
Ari. Captain, pray now inter/ere, 

For into fear they've put me. — 

Bil. Well, it's clear, 

So says the oracle, (that must be true,) 
The only way to save this ship and crew 
Is just to sacrifice upon the spot 
One of the party. — 

Arl Ah ! well then, why not 

Cast lots for it, or toss up " heads or tails V 1 
The loser takes his header 'mong the whales ; 
That's fair for all.— 

Sur. Avast there, stow your shoutin'. 

Don't, like the whales, be given so to spoutiri. 

Bil. Aye, sharp's the word. Your yarn you soon must 
slack, 
So go ahead. — 

Ari. You take me all aback; 

Your threat'ning accents chill me to my marrow, 
You've ploughed the waves and now my feelings 
harrow. 

Concerted Piece — Air: "The Great Sensation." 



Ari. 


Ton my word this is too bad, 
What a situation ! 


• 


- 


Wouldst take my life ? 




BOS. 


Oh, yeg, without 
The slightest hesitation. 




Bil. 


Tho' to slip your cable don't 
Quite meet your approbation, 




* 


If you've ne'er been drowned before, 


4 t 


! 


'Twill be a new sensation. 




: 




(Dance.) *!. " „ 1 

• 
.» 
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Bor. When I've got the clink, I'll cnt 

Every poor relation. 
Sur. I'll have such a jolly round 

Of sweet intoxication. 
Ari. If the penny papers could 

To this give publication, 
I rather think they'd sell like fun, 

'Twould be such a sensation. 



(Dance.) 



Bor. You can 'mong the mermaids soon 

Make your habitation. 
Bos. To all their hops you're sure to get 

A special invitation. 
Ari. When I sink, just shan't I scare 

The finny population. 
Bil. 'Mong the lobsters, crabs, and shrimps, 

You'll make a great sensation. 

(Dance.) 

Bil. Well, have your say before your life we snatches. 

Ari. This is foul play. — 

Bos. You'll soon be under hatches. 

Ari. But though from life I may ere long be parted, 
Game to the last, I'll ne'er be chicken-hearted ; 
So do your worst — 

Sur. We means to do our best 

From this world's troubles to set you at rest. 

Ari. But stay, my lads, if gold my life will ransom, 

I'll hand some over, and will come out handsome ;. 
Ten pounds apiece I'll stand — come, what d'ye say — 
To let me go the tenor of my way ? 

Bil. Ten pound, indeed ! Jibbooms and gaffs, confound it ! 

Not half enough ! Besides we can't compound it. 
BpR. The oracle decrees ; as we have no choice, 

Don't hint at termers. — 

Bil. You shall have a voice 
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In choosing how you'll die. — 

Ari. A pretty case I 

I offered tenors, now I say its base 
To send me thus among the sharks and whales. 

Sur. At all events you'll know more of the scales, 

Bil. Will you jump over or be pushed in, which 1 

Ari. Things now have reached a very pretty pitch, 

Bos. About the pitch, you needn't make a rumpus, 

On board a ship, what weVe to mind's the compass. 

Bil. You can pitch off, or else we'll toss you in. 

Ari. That game of pitch and toss you're sure to win. 

Bil. Ere you can say Jack Robinson, we'll do so. 

Ari. Why did I ever venture on this Cruise, oh ? 
If coin's your aim, take all that you can find, 
Take it and welcome — 

Bil. Well come, that's kind ! 

(Politely.) Of cowrse, you see, this course we much 

regret, 
Because we know you'll probably get wet, 
And p'raps take cold, but then the Fates decree it, 
Into the sea you'll go — 

Ari. Well, I don't see it. 

At drowning chaps I think you're much too fast, 
Why should I die ? 

Sur. You see the die is cast, 

Bil. We fear a gale — 

Ari. And yet you do not mind, 

Seizing my property to raise the wind. 
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(AposProphisingly.) Farewell, fair Corinth, ne'er more 
shall I see 
Thy streets, courts, alleys, — all so dear to me. 
Upon thy towering chalky cliffs so white 
I walked my chalks when but a childish mite, 
And gathered on thy dear familiar shore, 
Bright sea-shells — now I ne'er shall see 'em more. 
Within the sooty gardens of thy squares, 
Croquet and flirting oft dispersed my cares ; 
And, in my teens, amidst thy leafy groves, 
I blew the cloud that unfledged manhood loves ; 
Coloured my meerschaum. — Ah, for days gone by, 
I feel just now inclined to pipe my eye. 
To her, n-lass, a last and fond farewell, 
Whose image in my breast ne'er ceased to dwell. 
Beloved Myrrhina ! Ne'er more shall I gaze 
On that dear face which set my soul ablaze. 
But true in life and loyal to thee in death, 
I'll bless thy memory in my latest breath. 

Bil. I say, time's up ! The sky already lowers — 

We've let you have your fling, now we want ours. 
The wind's got vp—* 

Ari. That's not at all surprising, 

Although it's late for it to think of rising. 

Bil. Your dying speech already's been too long, 
So stow your gaff — tip us, instead, a song. 

Ari. All right ! (To Orchestra.) Strike up, — with re- 
ference to the key, 
'Twould be appropriate if 'twere pitched in 0. 
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Air— "The Death of Nelsoji." 

Am. moBt unlucky day, 

On which I went away, 

My heart was bounding then. 
The Fates I did invoke ; 
The voyage seemed but a joke. 

No danger did I ken. 
I ne'er dreamt they would murder me 
To get my hard-earned propertee, 
And collar it as booty, 
And collar it as booty, 
I'll die, though like a Grecian, 
Corinth expects I'll play the man ; 
To die game is my dooty, 
To die game is my dooty. 



Air — " Over the sea. " 

i 

\ Abi. Into the sea, into the sea, 






Where little fishes will dine upon me ; 
Into the sea, into the sea, 
I shall be leaping ere long. 
BIL., Bos., BOR., A SUB. Then jump, jump, jump ; 

Btt. No more hesitating, 

You're keeping us waiting. 
Bil., B08., Bor., A Sub. So jump, jump, jump, 

Bil. Don't your departure prolong. 

r Bil., Bos., Bob., A Sub. Into the sea, into the sea, 

Just take your header immediate ; 
Into the sea, into the sea, 

You've kept us waiting too long. 
Abi. Into the sea, into the saa, 

Where little fishes will dine upon me ; 
Into the sea, into the sea, 

Here end my life and my song. 
, ABI. leaps into the sea. Musical crash in orchestra. Tableau. 






> 
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SCENE V. 
Outskirts of Corinth. Seashore at back. 

Music : " By the sad Sea Waves. 
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Enter Myrrhina and Gamike, R, the latter with bundle, pattens, and 

gingham umbrella. 

Myr. I'm tired already, oh, what shall we do 1 

I'm cold and hungry — 
Gam. Don't be h' angry too. — 

Myr. The very elements do on us frown ; 
The weather's down-cast — 

Gam. Dont'ee be cast down. 

In all your troubles at your side you'll see 
Your faithful miss. (Looking off J. Oh, gracious 

goodness me ! 
The palace guards are now upon our track. 

Myr. We must look forward then to going back. 
Oh, wretched fate — 

Gam. Oh, dear, I'm in a fright. 

Well, by my troth, we're in a pretty plight. 

Myr, Arion, much loved, little do you guess, 

How much I've suffered, and what griefs oppress 

This loving heart, which fondly beats for thee, 

And ever will to all eternity. 

Enter Corporal and Private, £. 

Corp. At last we've found 'em. Comrade, halt ! — At- 
tention ! — 
Ladies, excuse me, if the fact I mention, 
You are our pris'ners — 
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Gam. (Brandishing umbrella. J First, you'll have to take us. 

Corp. Now don't resist, or to use force you'll make us. 

Myr. Resort to violence ! Is it your way 

To make defenceless women stand at bay ? 

Corp. We must obey our orders ; they're precise — 
To bring you, when we found you, in a trice, 
Back to the palace. So don't make a fuss. 

Myr. (Sarcastically.) A brave feat, truly, to lay hands 
on us, 
Two poor weak women. 

Corp. Come, now that's too strong. 

To cut the matter short, just come along. 
(To Private. J Here you take one — (advancing to- 
wards Myr.) 

Ari. rushes in, L., and knocks Corp. down. 

Ari. And you take one as well, — 

One for your nob. What's more, my army swell, 
If you don't cut, I'll soon show you what's what. 

Corp. (To Private.^ We'd best be going, comrade, had 
we not 1 

Ari. By Jove, you had ; and, if not quick, don't doubt it, 
Til break your heads, and "make no bones about it. 

(Exit Guards rapidly, RJ 

Myr. (Recognising Ari.) 'Tis he ! 

Ari. (Recognising Myr.) 'Tis she! 

Myr. (Rushing into Ari. arms) My love ! 

Gam. My stars ! 

Ari. (Embracing Myr.) My dear! 

Myr. Thrice happy chance that led your footsteps here. 

d 
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Ari. To meet again is ecstacy indeed. 

It seems I turned up just in time of need. 

Myr. How came you, say 1 

Art. I'm sure you'll scarce believe me — 

Astride a dolphin — 

Myr. Well, you won't deceive me. 

Ari. Some sailors forced me, 'gainst my will, to leap 
From off their ship into the seething deep. 
But when it seemed no hand was near to save, 
A dolphin snatched me from a watery grave ; 
Tipped me a friendly fin, and safely bore 
Me on its back to this, my native shore. 
But why, like common tramps, do you thus stray 
In this low manner on the king's highway ? 

Gam. It was the king's high ways we couldn't stand, 
So we wfUked off — 

Myr. It was his cruel command 

That I should wed a man J hated quite, 
And make a wrong out of the marriage rite. 

Gam. Your father's temper, miss, was past all bearing ; 
His ways, as you're aware, were very wearing. 
Of late he has gone on from bad to wuss, 
Ne'er stood on ceremony, but sat on us. 

Myr. That he'd relent I all along had hoped, 
We're in a strait — 

Gam. And yet, you know, we sloped. 

We did contrive his majesty to balk, 
We stole a march just when he took a walk. 



f 
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Myr. You see, my father, was run close for cash. 
He'd spent his tin, and couldn't cut a dash, 
And so, at last, he thought he'd sell his daughter 
To who bid highest ; — Vilon 'twas who bought her. 

Ari. If that's the case, my love, rest quite content. 
I'll soon obtain your hard-up pa's consent, 
For in the ship I've heaps of wealth untold ; 
I know he won't be proof against my gold. 
So to the palace let's at once repair, 
And, by the Gods, you shall be mine, I swear. 

Trio : Avr—" Wait for the turn of the tide." 

Aw. Happy well dwell together for life, 

Nought shall our love divide, 
True to each other in trouble or strife, 

Well ever be side by side. 
Fortune her roses o'er life's path shall fling, dear ; 

I'm sure your papa can't withhold his consent. 
At once I'll secure, then, the bright wedding-ring, dear, 

Well off and arrange for the happy event. 

Then let us be happy and gay, my love, 

Soon you shall be my bride, 
Nought shall our wedding delay, my love, 

Whatever else may betide. 

Am., Myr., & Gam. Then let us be happy and gay, my love, 

{I ) Your 

You shall be \ My bride, Ac. 
She ) His 

Myk. Now to my arms you're back once more, 

Ne'er again shall you roam, 
But, till our brief stay on earth is o'er, 

In my fond heart find a home, 
life, then, will always be happy and joyous, 

Though, if we 've troubles, our griefs we can share, 
Fates, be propitious, no longer annoy us !— 
Once we're united well smile at dull care. 
Myr., Ari., & Gam. Then let us be happy, &c. 

d2 
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GAM. You'll find, p'raps, young people, that life's a sell, 

For Fortune plays very queer tricks ; 
If she gives you the " coppers " it's all very well, 

But some of us get only " kicks." 
It's all very fine then to talk of its pleasure, 

Life, in my humble opinion's a " do," 
Made up of troubles and pains beyond measure,— 

Rheumatics, dyspepsy, and tie-doleroo. 

Gam., Am., A Myr. Still let us be happy, &c. 

(Dance, and exeunt, R.) 



SCENE VI. 

Chamber in PERIANDER'S Palace. Curtain at back. Tables, chair*, Ac 

Enter Per., L. 

Per. My child has cut — skedaddled — hooked it — fled — 
Run — gone clean off — I shall go off — my head. 
Against her poor old dad she has revolted, 
Slighting my aged locks she off has bolted. 
Wifeless on her, my child, I lent &loan, 
And was she not " my beautiful, mine own." 
It may be that she thinks her conduct's plucky — 
It's like my luck — that she should cut her lucky. 



Avr — "Come home, father. 



»> 



Oh Myrry, dear Myrry, come back to me now, 

Your fond doating parent don't shun ; 
I'm lonely, remember your Ma's hopped the twig, 

And daughters, save you, I have none. 
My newspaper's damp, my pipe's never filled, 

There's no one to pour out my tea, 
Or warm me my slippers, or mix me my grog ; 

You've got, too, the cellaret key. 

Come home ! Come home ! Come home ! 
Oh Myrry, dear Myrry, come home! 
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So sadly I've searched every room in the house,. 

Explored ev'ry corner also. 
And advertised for her, of course, in the " Times/* 

In the column that all of us know. 
I said,—" All forgot and forgiven should be," 

And mentioned " I'd gone p'raps too far," 
And begged she'd return, " without further delay, 

To the arms of her doating papa." 

Come home ! Come home ! Come home i 
Oh, Myrry, dear Myrry, come home ! 

The palace guards in search of her have sped, 

They're all afoot, but she has got ahead. 

Shell lose her way, or may, 'praps, which is muss* 

Be run down by a hansom or a bus. 

She can't be stolen, none, I'll undertake, 

Could kidnap her — the kio?s too wide awake. 

Myr. (Outside.) Papa ! 

Per. That voice ! Away then all alarms — 

i 

'Tis she ! — Returned ! — 

Myr. runs in, followed by Am., L. 

Per. Come to a father's arms ! 

(Myr. and Per. embrace) Oh, how could you your 
parent so distress — 

( Myr. 'Twas wrong tp leave you, p'raps, but then, confess* 

[* 'Twas not quite right to order me to wed 

i A man I hated, so one in his stead 

I've found — (introducing Arl, who bows.) 

Per. Arion ! 

Vil. rushes in, L. 

Vil. What ! Arion ! Gracious ! 

Per. "When did you come, and how ? 

Vil. This is otadacious ! 
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Abi. My liege, your servant longed again to see 
His king and country — 

Myb. Yes, you know, and me. 

Ari. I'd made my fortune, and wished home to bring it — 

Per. Your tale would tell, p'raps, better if you'd sing it. 



Air — " Jack and the Mermaid. 
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Ari. Twasinthe "Lively Sally" 

I sailed from Halee, 
(Though these sea-trips, aboard of ships, 

Upset me dreadfully.) 
And when we'd quite lost sight of land, 

The crew did all agree 
To throw me plump, if I didn't jump, 

Bight into the deep blue sea. 

Air changes to Chorus of — " I wish I were a fish." 

Then I wished I was a fish with fins and a tail, 
A tittlebat, a sardine, a salmon, or a whale, 
For then I might be certain I at swimming shouldn't fail, 
When I jumped into the deep blue sea. 
Per. Now really, 'pon my word, 'tis a wondrous tale, 

And enough to make the bravest of as grow quite pale. 
VlL. (Aiide.) I wish he'd been devoured by a shark or by a whale, 
At the bottom of the deep blue sea. 

Avr — "Jack and the Mermaid." 

Ari. These precious villains' aim it was 

To seize my property ; 
So they made no bones, but to Davy Jones 

Determined to send me. 
Well, I cleared my throat and piped a stave, 

Though somewhat dolefully, 
And then with a dash, and an awful splash, 
Plunged into the deep blue sea. 

Then I wished I was a fish, Ac. 
PBR. Now really, 'pon my word, <fec. 



1 
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Am. When midst the briny waves I rose, 

I saw a fish near me, 
So I jumped on his back, gave his tail a whack, 

Cried " Gee up," and away went we. 
For my native coast of Corinth then 

I steered him speedilee, 
Where he cast me ashore and returned once more 
To his friends in the deep blue sea. 
'Twas a dolphin from the deep with a great big tail, 

Much larger than a tittlebat and smaller than a whale, 
And it scudded through the water like a vessel in full sail. 
On the bosom of the deep blue sea. 
Feb. Now really, 'pon my word, &c. 

Ari. And now your humble servant to command 

Humbly entreats you for your daughter's hand. 

She's not unwilling, and I've heaps' of tin, 

At least, I shall have " when my ship comes in 

Per. Shall you, indeed ! Then you're the man for me. 

Vil. In this arrived I a rival see. 

Ari. I can, indeed, your majesty assure, 

I've made a most successful foreign tour ; 
Have been to Rome, and done as they do there,. 
Though any further roaming I forswear. 
I yearn to lead a peaceful happy life, 
Wedded to her who 's sworn to be my wife. 

Vil. Your majesty, I trust, will not believe 

This trumped-up story, meant but to deceive. 
It isn't true, of that you may be sartin'; 
111 bet « it's all my eye and Betty Martin." 



»r 



Per. Dolphins, methinks, when used for locomotion, 
Are " fishes out of water " — 

Vil. What a ri ocean ! 
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Ari. I came, just as I've told you, sire, upon my word, 
From Italy — 

Vil. / tell ye it's absurd. 

Per. Don't think, young man, if your life's worth a cuss, 
You'll save your bacon if you gammon us. 

Ari. Tis truth, my liege ! I'd not deceive my king — 

Per. Well, if you do, I'm hanged if you don't swing. 

(Rings hand-bell on table. Enter Page, L.) 

(To Page.) At once despatch a guard, and bid 

them go 
Down to the shore and take all hands in tow 
Who're found aboard the craft the " Lively Sally," 
Then seize the ship — 

(PAGE bows, and exit, It.) 

(To Ari.) If, then, your tale will tally 

With what we hear, and you've got lots of wealth, 
Myrrhina's yours — 
Vil. But how about myself? 

She's mine ! This is, my stars, a start — 
'Tis cruel trifling with a lover's heart. 
You can't, my liege, with this vile plot agree, 
You're on the verge, you know, of bankruptcy — 
My gold would pay your debts — 



Per. Well, so would his. 

Vil. Oh, that she ne'er had seen his ugly phiz ! 

I won't be done ! With rage I feel I'm choking — 
Tell me, king, that this is ojily joking — 
Is it a sell ? 

Per. You see, love can't be sold. 

My child, who's worth her solid weight in gold, 
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Prefers Arion, swears she will be true 

To him alone. — He has more coin than you. 

If that he proves (though 'tis not as a taunt 
meant), 

It is a point — 
Vil. It is a disappointment. 

Sire, you're aware you pledged her hand to me, 

I only want & finger, though, you see, 

Just for the ring — 
Myr. Pray? sir, your passion calm, 

My hand is his (Giving it to Ari.) 
Ari. I bear away the palm. 

Vil. You've stirred up in my heart deep love, I swear. 
Myr. Stirred up, indeed ! Come don't stand spooning 

there. 
Ari. Don't be cast down — 

Vil. I'd like your head to stave in. 

Myr. Don't be a croaker. 

Ari. How the man's &-raviri. 

Vil. I'd have you know you'd best not lark with me. 

You're much too cocky and you make too free. 
Ari. Well, if I'm cocky, and it may be true, 

You must expect I should crow over you. 
Myr. Don't rouse his ire ; mind what you're about — 
Vil. I'll be revenged, unprepossessing lout !. 
Myr. Your language, sir, is apt one to remind 

Of what your gold was once — it's unrefined. 

You're in an angry mood — 
Ari. His ire's intense. 

Vil. You're good at railing — 
Ari. Pray, don't take of-fence. 
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Vil. Were you but bigger, with you I'd soon tussh 

You're but a shrimp — 
Ari. You'd find I had some muscle. 

Myr. Don't get excited now ! Do, pray, be steady — 

Vil. To black his oculars I'm more than ready — 

Per. Hallo, hallo ! This row we can't support. 

Mind where you are now — Order in the Court. 
Respect my regal presence, for don't doubt, 
If you get pitching in, I'll pitch you out. 
So don't commit yourselves ; or, nothing loth, 
I'll call the guard in and commit you both. 
Your noisy passions, then, at once restrain, 
This is not some low court in Drury Lane. 

Enter CoURTXBR, L. 

Courts, Your majesty, the sailors having landed, 

Were, with the ship, secured, as you commanded. 
They wait below — 

Per. To learn the truth well try, 

So bring 'em up. 

Vil. I'll lay it's all a lie. 

Per. And now, Arion, hide behind that curtain. (Point- 
ing to back. J 
If your tale's true, we'll have some fun, that's 
certain. 

Vil. As to his tale, on that head there's some doubt. 

Per. And when you hear me cough, just you walk out. 

Ari. I'll prove, my liege, my story's truth all through. 

(Conceals himself behind curtain. ) 

Vil. If it's a story, how can it be true ? 

Enter Sailors, followed by Guards, Courtiers, <fcc, L. 
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Concerted Piece : Air — "LesDeux Ajax" (La Belle HiUne.) 

Bil. All hail, Great Periander ! 

Bos. Great Periander ! 

£or. Great Periander ! 

Bor'&^Sur. } AIL haa ' areat Periander ! Mighty king in Greece. 

Bil. We're sure none could be grander, 

Bos. None could be grander ! 

Sur. None could be grander ! 

Bor L &8UE, } We,re 8Ure none could ^ grander. May your power increase. 

Per. O'er Corinth we're supreme ; none dare deny our sway. 

For we're the Great Periander, Great Periander, Great Periander, 

Yes, we're the Great Periander, as you say. 
Courtiers, ) He ^ the Great p er iander, &c. We all say. 

SUITORS, oCC. I 

Bil. We are tars of the ocean, 

Bos. Tars of the ocean, 

Sur. Tars of the ocean, 

Bor L &^ur } We are tars °* the ocean> P lease y our majestee. 

Per. Are we right in the notion, right in the notion, right in the notion, 

Are we right in the notion— you're from Italee t 
Bil. Yes, from that land we came, upon the raging sea. 

We are tars of the ocean, 
Bor. Tars of the ocean, 

Sur. Tars of the ocean, 

R BlL, A^uk 1 ^ e are * ars °* * ne ocean > P lea8e y onr majestee. 

Courts, 
Sailors, 



rs^' } ^WeT { Are tare of tlie ocean » * c *» come from Italee - 

Per. Our friend Arion purposed, so we've heard, 

To sail with you.— Canst tell now what's occurred 
His plans to alter % 

Bil. Well, your majesty, 

He said as how he didn't like the sea, 
Was always ill, and when the wind it blew hard 
Was in a stew, unless there was a stew&rd ; 
• And likewise thought he might on death be vergm' 
When on the surge, unless there was a surgin. 
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Now, as we'd neither got aboard our ship, 
Why he sheered off, and so we came our trip 
And left him there. — That's all we knows about 

him; 
He stopped on land, and we came off without him. 

Per. Is this all true 1 

Bil. Most noble king, it am. 

Per. No lie. 

Bil. & Sailors (Shaking their heads.) Oh, no. 

(Tbb. coughs. Ari. comes from behind curtain.) 

Ari. You scoundrels, what a cram ! 

(Sailors fall on their knees in great terror.) 

Bil. Oh, mercy, mercy! Here's a pretty go ! 
It is his spirit from the deep below- 

Bor. Oh, well confess — 

SuR. We murdered him, we did — 

Bor. Well tell the truth— 

Sur. The rest was all a kid — 

Bil. 'Twas Mr. Vilon, there, as did suggest it — 
Have mercy on us now, as we've confessed it. 
He knows he did, the fact he can't deny. 

Vil. Oh, yes, I can ! 

Per. Hollow, is this a lie? 

The case looks queer, in fact, I may say, black — 
(To Vil.) What say you to it? 

Vil. It's a thunderin* crack. 
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I plan the deed, indeed, now I know better ! 
I'd die myself first — 

Bil. How about the letter % 

Vil. (Aside.) Oh, dear, I was in hopes that he'd have 
burnt it. 

Bil. (Handing letter to Per.) Just read, your majesty — 
'Twas cool now, weren't it 1 

Vil. (Aside.) I think I'll go — (Moving off) — 

Per. (Reads letter.) Ho, guards there, just detain him. 

(Guards prevent his exit.) 

This document you'll first be just explainin' — 
How dare you such a letter to indite 1 — 

Vil. Oh, I'll confess — I wrote it ! 

Per. Was it right 

To plot my subject's murder in this fashion % 
Egad, the thought quite puts me in a passion. 
I'm hot with rage, although my blood runs cold ; 
Your guilt's most clear, likewise your love of gold* 

Concekted Piece : Avr — " Legende du verre." (La Grande 

Duchesse.) 

Pier. You wretched scamps, you'll pay for this. 

Bos. Oh, lauks ! 

Bob. Oh, goodness ! 

Sur. Gracious 

Bil. It's all XJ. P. 

Vil. Decidedlec / 

Vil. & Mtr. Their conduct's most audacious. 

Courts., &c. It's all U. P., decidedly, 

Their conduct's most audacious. 
Myr. That wretch (pointing to Vil. ) at Hymen's altar wished 

I should become his wife. 
Ari. Well, probablee, he will, you see, 

By a halter lose his life. 
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Courts., &c. Yes, probablee, he will, you see, 

By a halter lose his life. 
Per. Oh, 'mong the lowest of the low, 

You'll on the treadmill puff and blow, 

And oakum pick as well, you know, 

For off to quod you'll quickly go. 
CoURS., Ac. Oh, 'mong the lowest of the low, 

They'll, &c. 

Vil. (Falling on his knees.) Oh, gracious monarch, on 
my knees I sue, — 
Lend me your ear, — 
p EIL I'll give an eye to you, 

A pretty sharp one too. To sue is vain. 
Vil. HI never plot a deed like this again, 

If you'll forgive me — 
p ER But, as p'raps you might, 

We're not for giving you the chance, not quite. 

You'll go for trial— 'tis too late to repent— 

And in the dock you'll rue this document. 
Vil. Then for revenge, Ha, ha !— Vile tyrant, die !— 

(Bushing towards Per.) This to your heart! 
(Produces dagger.) 

GAM. rushes vnfnm R. between Per. and Vil. and hits latter across hischest 

with umbrella, knocking him down. 

Gam. That to your chest ! (Standing over him in theatrical 

attitude. ) 
Vil. 0h ' ^ ! 

Gam. You will tell lies, and now you've got a crack— 
Vil. Oh, gracious goodness ! what a frightful whack— 
Myr. (Embracing Gam.) Oh, Gampce, dear, you've 

saved my father's life — 
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Gam. (To Vil.) I say, young man, fork out that 
carving Ara/e. 
For you to stick to it ain't quite the thing. 
Ari. He'd stick at nothing, if he'd stick his king. 

Myr. You would have been, pa, had she been less quick, 
Dead as a stone — 

Per. Old lady, you're a brick. 

Your gallant conduct's vastly to our liking, 
"We much admire you — 

Vil. (Getting up and rubbing himself.) Yes, she's very 
striking. 

The shock has made me shockingly unsteady, 

| 

j With bruises now I'm black and blue alreddj. 

[.. Gam. And sarve you right, you good-for-nothing lot, 

For all through you, a pretty cold I've got, 
Wandering about on that there damp seashore. 
Avenge my wrongs, ye Gods, now I implore ! 
May he like me be martyr to lumbager, 
Tic-doloreux, sciatica, and ager, 
Sore - throats, neuralgia, hooping - cough, and 

sneezings, 
Rheumatics, asthma, colds, and bronchial wheezings. 
May broken chilblains ever stud his toes, 
May icicles hang pendant from his nose, 
May winter's cold his shaving-water freeze, 
May he be stopped whene'er he's going to sneeze. 
Oh, may he feel, when out where other friends are, 
The wretched influence of influenza ; 
And then may some young varment of a thief 
Relieve his pocket of his handkerchief. 



56 arion; or, a 



May his abode be damp as any cellar, 

May some one prig his only umhereller, 

And then, ye torrents, drench him to the skin ; 

Ye boots of his, let all the water in, 

And while the north-east wind doth round him blow, 

Ye clouds hail, mizzle, drizzle, sleet, and snow, 

Rain rakes and pitchforks, kittens, cats, and dogs ; 

While down his throat pour vapours, mists, and fogs. 

Vil. For pity's sake, forbear ; this is too hot ! — 

Gam. You'll find it cold enough when once you've got 
The ills I've mentioned. 

Bil. Oh, most mighty king ! 

Have mercy, — we'll surrender every thing. — 
All this gent's gold you'll find aboard our ship. 

Vil. I've fallen indeed — 

Per. We shan't, though, let yon, slip. 

Bil. 'Twont be the first time I've the treadmill trod. 

Bor. Baccy, farewell ! They'll stop my quid in quod. 

Ari. And now, my liege, your promise I've to claim — 
Your daughter seeks, you know, to change her 
name. — 

Per. Of course 1 She's yours ! Be happy ! You de- 
serve her ! 

Ari. Oh, may kind fate to me long hence preserve her. 

Per. My pent up feelings I'll not now express, 
Behind the scenes the happy pair I'll bless. 

Ari. O, blissful day, that sees us man and wife ! 
Myr. You'll then take, dear, your second " leap for life." 
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Ari. That plunge I long for, so don't Jet's delay — 

Gam. Already now he's had a wettM-A&y. 

Ari. Virtue's triumphant ! 

Vil. Vice (that's me) lies low ! 

Per. You needn't tell us that, — of course we know 

All plays so end — 
Bil. Of course ! 

Bos., Bor., & Sur. Aye, aye ! 

Gam. Don't quarrel ! 

Per. Our play, if classical, is very moral. 

Myr. Herodotus and Ovid though, — confess — 
Would not appreciate in modern dress 
Their ancient legend — 

Ari. Ah, p'raps not. 

Per. (Looks carefully among the audience, actors look in- 
quiringly at him.) All right ! 

I don't see either of 'em here to-night, 
And so we're safe — 

Ari. But to complete our bliss, 

Our friends, (pointing to audience,) we'll hope, 
won't think that we're amiss, 

Myr. If I'm a miss, it will not be for long. 

Per. It's all the author's fault if we've done wrong — 

Vil. ( To audience. ) Well, if we've erred, you can't 
refuse to pardon us. 

Bil. They're too so/Miearted — 

Gam. Then they can't be hard on us. 

e 
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Myr. So say that we've all made to-night a leap — 
Not like our hero though— into the deep — 
But into your good graces, generous friends. 

Ari. That header taken — then our tale well ends. 
Concerted Piece : Air — " Haste to the Wedding. 
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Per. At thought of the wedding, salt tears now I'm shedding 

(Fond parents all do at the end of a play). 
Ari. Don't give way to sorrow, leave that till to-morrow, 
And just stow your feelings, cheer up, and be gay. 
Gam. Old OampoB, your nuss, if her cold isn't wuss, 
Intends to be present to see you made one. 
'Twill be joy and felicity when this fond couple are knocked into one. 

Chorus— 'Twill be joy, <fcc, 

Vil. Kind friends, don't be scorning at me, but take warning, 

For sake of a woman don't murder commit. 
Bil. I -s'pose quite enough on you've had of Billruffon, 

I've been deuced bad tho' I'm bound to admit. 
Bor. A word, too, I urges for Borus 
Sur. And Surges, 

Bos. And Bosen hopes you'll a good word for him say. 
Myr. Twill be height of felicity, if those around us are pleased with our play. 

Chorus— Twill be height, &c. 



Guards, Courtiers, &c. 



Guards, Vil., Gam. Ari. «fc Myr. Per., Bil., Sailors, Guards. 



CURTAIN. 
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